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Registration—Bynum Gymnasium. 
1:00 and 2:30-5:00. 


FRIDAY, JUNE 12 
Regular work begins in all departments at 
8:00 A. M. 
Registration today in Peabody 127. Extra 
fee of $2.50 charged for late registration. 


SLUR DAYS) ENTS 


Registration today in Peabody 127. Extra 
fee of $2.50 charged for late registration. 


SUNDAY, JUNE 14 
Regular services in all Churches at 11:00 
ALM. “sunday ochool@at 9:45 As) 


MONDA Ys) UINESS 
Registration today in Peabody 127. Extra 
fee of $5.00 charged for late registration. 
Registration for credit will not be per- 


9:00- 


mitted after 5:00 P. M. today, except by 
permission of the Administrative Board. 

Meeting of all men students in the Summer 
School in™Gerrard Hall-at 8:005R. Mito 
elect student officers. 


TUESDAY JUNE, 16 
Graduate students in Education will meet in 
Graduate Club at 8:00 P. M. to hear an 
address by Hon A. T. Allen, State Super- 


intendent of Public Instruction. 


WHDNESDAY, JUNE 
Summer School Convocation and Reception 
to students and faculty — 8:00 P.M., 
Davie Poplar (if weather permits; Gerrard 
Hall in case of rain )- ) 
Address by President Frank P. Graham. 
Reception to students and faculty under aus- 
pices of the “Y,” immediately after the | 
Convocation Exercises. 
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sweet cream. 





Paragon 


Ice Cream 


Rich*= Creamy == Velvety 
The Richest and Finest Made 


Paragon Ice Cream made of Grade 
Pasteurized whole milk and 


We cordially invite you to come in 
and see us freeze this 
velvety ice cream. 


Paragon Ice Cream 
Store 


Three Doors Above Post Office 





delicious, 
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FRIENDLY 
GAL RERTA 


VO lier June 11, 1931 NO. 1 


Buck JUNIOR will be published 
fortnightly during the first summer 
school term, June 25 and July 9. 


No contributions will be returned 
unless accompanied by stamped and 
addressed envelope. Deadline for 
June 25 issue, June 20; July 9 issue, 
July 3. Buck JUNIOR pays for all 
accepted cartoons and copy. 


“Every Meal a Pleasant Memory” 


Office, basement Alumni Building. 


$6.00 TICKETS FOR $5.00 


Box 605. 


Subseription rates, 25c three is- 
sues, 15c two issues. 





Cool 











Comfortable 








Indignant Wife (to incom- 
ing husband): What does the 
clock say? 

Semi-plastered Husband: It 
shays ‘tick-tock’, and doggies 
shay ‘bow-wow’, and cows 
shay ‘moo-moo’, and _ little 
- pussy cat shay ‘meow-meow’. 
Now ya satisfied ? 





He™~ (playfully): Let me 
chew your gum. 
She (more so): Upper or 


lower? 





A traveling man returned 
home to find his wife in the 
arms of a movie usher. 

“How long has this been 
going on?” he demanded. 

“Just ten minutes,” said 
the usher. “Plenty of room 
down in front.” 


~ 
Buck, J’. 


she:-J1 said stop! 
He: Shut up or I will. 


A college man may get 4 
kick out of a letter with a 
check inclosed, but there is 
nothing more exciting than to 
open a package of laundry to 
see what you have. 





A college professor started 
on his career forty years ago, 
with only ten dollars in the 
world. He retired last spring 
with $70,000 deposited to his 
account. He acquired this 
fortune by steady, hard work, 
perseverance, untiring spirit, 
and by inheriting $60,990 
from his wife’s father. 





“My girl is like a grape- 
fYULoss 

“How?” 

“Well rounded but sour.” 





Pianist: Ah, the melody of 





that last number I played 
haunts me. 

“It should, the way you 
murdered it.” 

“I’m sick, call an under- 
taker.” 

“You mean a doctor, don’t 
you ?”’ 


“No, sir, I won’t have any- 
thing to do with these middle 
men.” 





“Well, miss, are you the 
farmer’s daughter?” 

“Yes, sir.’ 

“Well, I’m selling  bras- 
sieres.”’ 

“Brassieres? What are 
they ?” 


“My name’s Jones—Jasper 
Jones!” 
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The heavy sugar daddy 
and a new chorus girl were 
enjoying a little dinner in a 
private room at a roadhouse. 

As the meal neared its fin- 
ish he cleared his throat and 
said: “‘Er’er, how about a little 
demitasse now, dear?” 

“IT knew it! I knew it!” ex- 
ploded the girl. “I knew you 
weren’t treating me nice for 
nothing.” 





King. Solomon once attend- 
ed the opening night of a 
musical comedy and enjoyed 
himself immensely. The pro- 
ducer hurried up to him after 
the show and asked, ‘What 
did you think of the chorus, 
your Majesty?” 

“Great,” replied the poten- 
tate, “I’d like to date up the 
first three rows some _ eve- 
ning.” 


Zoology | Prol i -loday » 1 
shall lecture on wading birds: 
take the stork for example— 
well Mr. Jones, what are you 
laughing at? 

“Ha, ha, I know there really 
isn’t any stork.” 





“Your methods of cultiva- 
tion are hopelessly out of 
date,” said the youthful agri- 
cultural college graduate to 
the old farmer. “Why, I’d be 
astonished if you got even ten 
pounds of apples from that 
tree.” 

“So would I,” replied the 
farmer. “It’s a pear tree.” 





Employment Manager: “I 
want you to find a new stenog- 
rapher for my boss.” 

Employment Agent: ‘What 
size lap, please?” 





A Meal” 





Lhe Waffle Shop 


“Our Sandwiches Are 


fare. 


“Durn, that "careless  icé- 
man! I’m glad he’s. losing 
out all along his route!” 

“Too many electric refrig- 
erators ?” 

“No, it’s the new butcher 
boy!” 





Bus Driver: Madam, that 
child will have to pay full 
He is five years of age. 

Madam: But he can’t be. 
I have only been married four 


years. 
Bus Driver: Never mind 
the true confessions; let’s 


have the money. 





“What did you operate on 
this guy for?” 

“For $800.” 

“No, I mean what did he 
have?” 

“$800.” 




















Only shop in town equipped with 
repairiny 


modern machinery for 
ladies’ shoes. 





LACOCK’S SHOE SHOP 
(Basement of Stetson ‘“D’’) 





















GOLD SEAL 


Pasteurized Grade A 


Before Breakfast Deliveries Made 


J. C. Lane, Mgr. 


Durham Dairy Products, 


Uptown Store Located at 
140 E. Franklin St. 


MILK 


To Your Room 








Phone 7766 


Incorporated 


Buc di. 





Featuring Cold Plate Lunch 
and Supper 


25¢ 


D. and G. Cafe 


(Gooch Bros.) 








She (playing piano): That 
was ‘Siegfried’s Death’, 


He: I’m not surprised. 





Florence: Mamma, do pigs 
have babies? 


Mamma: Why, of course 
my dear. 
Florence: Someone told me 


they had little pigs. 





First Old Maid: What a 
peculiar mug you have under 


your bed. 
Voice from under bed: 
Don’t get gay, sister! Your 


face wouldn’t cop any prizes 
either ! 





“Where were you coming 
from yesterday?” 

“The cemetery.” , 

“Who’s dead out there?” 

“All of them.” 





Wife: Darling, I’d like to 
give you a great big kiss. 

Husband: What for? 

Wife: How much can you 
spare? . 





‘My girl and I have. great 
fun playing ping pong every 
night. Ever play?” 

“No. How does it go?” 

“We hit a little ball and 
when it rolls under the table 
we have to look for it.” 

“T know but where’s the 
fun?” 

“Under the table.” 


Buck, Jr. 





Pritchard-Lloyd, Inc. 


Chapel Hill, N. C. 
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DRUGGISTS 








“Unmarried ?”’ 
“Twice.” 





“Pardon me, haven’t I seen 
you somewhere before?” 

“Well, maybe so; I’m a Chi 
Rho—” 

nONeusure, sae oorannos au 
Cornell, wasn’t it? Yes, I re- 
member you well. What’s 
that pin? Honor society?” 

“No, that’s my Chi Rho—” 

“Of course, the Chi Rho 
pin! I didn’t recognize it at 
first. Well, how have you 
been? Building up a fat aver- 
age? Out for football again 
this semester? Or was it 
publications? Are you still 
rushing that blond babe with 
the parentheses legs that I 
saw you with at the Chi Rho 
formal last year? And say 
are you—” 

“Shut up—will you? Damn 
it all, I’ve never been to col- 
lege! I’m a chiropractor, and 
that pin is the badge of the 
Belligerent Band of Bone 
Benders!” 





The drunk tottered along 
the curb. Several times he 
stumbled off into the gutter. 
Each time he clambered on 
the sidewalk. He did this for 
several minutes, finally stop- 
ping and exclaiming, “Thish 
is a pretty damn long stair- 
way.” 

—Jack-o-Lantern 





A colored gentleman work- 
ing as a porter in a hotel, was 
asked if he could give a def- 
inition of tact. He replied :— 

“Well, suh, I can give you 
an example. You know I 
cleans up around this hotel, 
and when the other day I 
stepped into the bathroom on 
de second floor an’ there was 
a lady in there, I stepped 
right out again an’ said, ‘Par- 
don me, suh!’ Well, when I 
said ‘Pardon me,’ that was po- 
liteness, but when I said ‘suh,’ 
that was tact!” 





“There are four requisites 
to a good story,” explained the 
English teacher. “Brevity, a 
reference to religion, some 
association with royalty, and 
an illustration of modesty. 
Now, with these four things 
in mind, I will give you thirty 
minutes to write a story.” 

In less than thirty minutes 
Mickey McMitch’s hand went 


p. 
“Read your story,” said the 
teacher. 
Mickey read: ‘My Gawd,’ 
said the countess, ‘take your 


hand off my knee.’ 
—Drexerd 





“Well, that makes another 
story,” remarked the suicide 
as he ripped through the 


fourth awning! 
—Yellow Crab 
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The Model Market 


THE PURE FOOD STORE 


Phones 7041 and 7051 





Finkelstein: Oi, oi, der ved- 
ding invitation says ‘R. S. V. 
P.’! Vot does dot mean? 

Hogendorf: Ah, such ig- 
norance, Dot means to bring 
‘Real Silver Vedding Pres- 
ents.’ 

—Skipper 





Teacher: Now, Johnny, 
what is Boston noted for? 
Johnny: Boots and shoes. 
Teacher: Correct. And Chi- 
cago? 
ohnny: Shoots and booze. 
—Frivol 





Mary: I know a man who 
would give $1000 to see you. 

Betty (puffing up _ her 
chest): Really! 


Mary: Yeah, he has been 
blind for fifty years. 
—Bison 








He: You know you're not 
a bad looking sort of girl. 

She: Oh, you’d say so even 
if you didn’t think so. 

He: Well, we’re square 
then. You’d think so even if 
I didn’t say so. 

—Annapolis Log 





Prof: All right, Jones, give 
your impromptu speech, 
Jones: I’m not prepared, 
sir. 
—Notre Dame Juggler 





We know a man who’s get- 
ting so bald-headed that he 
has to tie a string around his 
forehead to tell how far up 
to wash his face. 

—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl 





Baby Stork: Mama, where 
did I come from? 
—Octopus 





WELL DONE! 


Phone 3531 





DRY CLEANING AND TAILORING 


O’Kelly Tailoring Co. 


110 North Columbia Street 
Chapel Hill, N. C. 





BOARD 


With More than One-Third of the 
Summer School Student Body 


at 


SWAIN HALL 


The University Dining Hall 


$35 per Term 


Campus Cop: Move that 
car along. 
Co-ed: Don’t get fresh, I’m 
a Delta. 
Aforementioned Officer: I 
don’t care if you are a whole 
peninsula, move that wreck! 


—Sun Dial 





Traveling Salesman’s Wife: 
Bobbie, this is your uncle 
from St. Louis. 

Young Bobbie: Yeah, for a 
dollar he is. 

—Frivol 


“Where are you going my 
pretty maid? Why do you 
pass me by?” 

“Tm on my way to the 
gymnathic school,” she lisped, 
as she heaved a thigh. 

—Rammer-Jammer 





agement 


cream. 














“WHERE BEST IS LESS” 
CAVALIER CAFETERIA 


Next to Post Office—New Man- 


since 
Specializing in salads, cold meats and 
Summer dishes, with 33-cents-a-meal 
board plan that covers milk and ice 





September 1930— 
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GREETINGS 


Tsh, tsh, tsh, and two more 
tshes. We suppose we'll have 
to do the customary thing 
and start this column by wel- 
coming all the summer vaca- 
tioners to the University. We 
are delighted to have you 
with us and we are sure the 
town people feel the same 
way. For now that you are 
here and summer school has 
started we will stop worry- 
ing about the economic situa- 
tion in Chapel Hill. Better 
times are sure to come. 


REALIZATION 


When you're not playing 


tennis ... or swimming in the 
poglees) . or dancing in the 
gym... or drinking dopes in 


the downtown lounge parlors 

. or feeding nuts to the 
squirrels . .. you'll be on 
class. This being on class is 
great sport for a while, but 
when the thrill of being a stu- 
dent has worn off, you’ll come 
to realize just how the Phil- 
listines felt who were slain 
by the jawbone of an ass. 


NO MORE, NO LESS 


The story is told above a 
student of the Liberal Arts 
School who went to see a cer- 


Buck, Jr. 


tain professor near the end of 
the winter quarter out of a 
desire to make his Phi Beta 
Kappa key. The student, it 
appears, wanted the key very 
much as his parents had 
promised him a car if he re- 
ceived it. He needed a “B” 
on the professor’s course to 
bring his average up to the 
requirement, so he asked him 
if he wouldn’t please give him 
the needed grade. 

In due time the student re- 
ceived his marks and was 
elated to find the necessary 
iBemamongs. them. suhull © of 
gratitude, he went to the pro- 
fessor and expressed his deep 
appreciation. 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said 
the professor, “don’t thank 
me. You should have gotten 
an “A” but you asked for a 
“B,” so I gave it to you.” 


BED TIME STORY 


We were walking through 
the library one afternoon just 
before the close of the term 
in search of something suit- 
able to read, something light 
which would relieve the ten- 
sion of the approaching ex- 
ams. We found our desired 
object in the form of a weekly 
magazine, and seated our- 
selves at a table to rumble 
through its pages. Our neigh- 
bor across the table had fallen 
asleep over his book. Desir- 
ing to discover what type of 


book had the effect of a sleep- 
ing drug, we leaned over to 
make a little survey, expect- 
ing to find the title to be 
Darwinism Verified or The 
Theory of Relativity. 

The book was entitled How 
to read a Book. 


POOD PRACTICE 


We cannot say that we 
have gangsters in our neigh- 
boring tobacco city, Durham. 
In fact, we do not suspect it, 
but this story was told to us 
so we cannot refrain from 
telling it. Two gangsters 
met on the streets of that 
fair city and the flashy attire 
of one aroused the suspicion 
of the other. 

“Where ya going,” he in- 
quired. 

“To de commencement ex- 
ercises over in Chapel Hill.” 

“What fer?” 

“Oh, just to take a day off 
to practice shooting Phi 
Betes wit me pea-shooter.” 


POOR PLEDGE 


A new high in sadism seems 
to have been reached by one 
of the fraternities in an East- 
ern college during its recent 
Hell Week. An unfortunate 
pledge was given a box seat 
to the afternoon performance 
of a very popular play. He 
was given his instructions and 
left in his place, with one of 
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the brothers on the watch to 
see that he obeyed them. At 
the climatic moment of the 
play, the tense silence pre- 
vailing throughout the thea- 
tre was shattered by a hoarse 
shout emanating from the 
pledge in the box. “For God’s 
sake, is there a doctor in the 
house?” cried the neophyte. 
Amid the uproar that en- 
sued, the play was stopped 
while a dignified gentleman in 
the orchestra arose and made 


himself heard above the 
clamor) 1. mora doctor;“ane 
exclaimed, “is anything 
wrong ?”’ 

“Hi, Doc,” shouted the 


pledge, “how do you like the 
show ?” 


EDUCATIONAL 


This one concerns a certain 
professor in the History de- 
partment, one especiallv noted 
for his sarcasm and quick 
wit. Glancing up from the 
notes on his desk on class one 
morning last quarter and see- 
ing a male student near the 
back of the room reading the 
comics in a newspaper, he 
shouted, “If you must read 
the paper, for God’s sake read 
the editorial page!” 


PUN 


The weather will be quite a 
source of conversation when 
you are on class. Should you 
be discussing this hackneyed 
subject with the prof, and 
you remark that it’s not so 
much the heat as it is the 
humidity, and if he smiles 
sweetly and says that it’s not 
so much the heat as it is the 
stupidity, then shoot him. 
You'll be the idol of the stu- 
dents and any jury will vin- 
dicate you. 





Hight O’Clock (waking 
roommate): It’s ten to eight. 
Roommate (sleepily) : Wait 
till the odds get better. Then 

place it all. 
—Beanpot 





Saint Peter was interview- 
ing the fair damsel at the 
pearly gate. 

“Did you, while on earth,” 
he asked, “indulge in necking, 
petting, smoking, or danc- 
ing?” 

“Never!” she retorted em- 
phatically. 

“Then why haven’t you re- 
ported sooner?” asked Perer. 
“You’ve been dead a long 
time. 

Jack-o-Lantern 





“Thanks for the hug and 
kiss.” 
“Don’t mention it — the 
pressure was all mine.” 
—Bison 





“Gee,” said the freshman, 
eyeing the spinach, “I’m glad 
I don’t like this stuff, because 
if 1. did I'd) eat’ it, and gosh 
how I hate it.” 

—Yellow Crab 





Many of us live expensively 
to impress our friends who 
live expensively to impress us. 

—Rammer-Jammer 





Mrs. Newlywed: Are you 
sure this cleaner will really 
take out the dirt? 

Hardware Clerk: Will it? 
Say, lady, yesterday I rubbed 
some of it on a copy of Scan- 
dalous Stories and when I got 
through I had the Sunday 
School Gazette! 





—Pounds 
Oh! Dear! You were won- 
derful! You rowed faster 


than anyone in the boat.” 
—Tiger 


AMERICANISMS 
Driving like heck to no- 
where only to find it’s late and 
you'll have to hurry back. 
Preaching about cleanliness 
and then looking all over town 
to buy a suit of clothes that 
won’t show dirt. 
—Banter 


Bloom “Still ‘On: ~ “Eliza,” 
said a friend of the family to 
the oid colored washerwoman, 
“have you seen Miss Edith’s 
fiance ?”’ 

“No, ma’am,” she answered, 
“it ain’t been in the wash 
yet.” 





—Jack-o-Lantern. 





“Beautiful but dumb _ is 
right. Honest, she thinks 
no kidding is a slogan for 
birth control.” 

—R. P: I. Pup 


Chem Instructor: “What is 
the formula for water ?” 

Studés sutt lalkedviaNeO 

Chem: “What! Where did 
you get that from?” 

Studes@. Lneserot said it 
was H to O!” 





— Rh. P. Tt. Pup 






eae, ( eS = 
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. 


Os os yu 
~ Leh ree i nes: 


“Five, Six—Pick up sticks” 
Buck, Jr. 


NO GOOD 


A lady drove by a motor- 
cycle cop making about sixty. 
He gave pursuit and finally 
caught her. He said: 

Didn’t you hear me yell for 
you to stop?” 

Ilbady driver: “No, sir.’ 

Cop: “Didn’t you hear me 
whistle?” 

Isady driver: “No, sir.” 

Cop: ‘“Didn’t you see me 
sjgnal?”’ 

Dady driver: ‘No, sir.” 

Cop: “Well, I guess I may 
as well go home. I don’t seem 
to be doing much good around 
here.” 


Voice on police station tele- 
phone: Officer, a burglar 
broke into the Old Maid’s 
home and they caught him. 
Will you send someone down 
to take him into custody? 

Officer: Sure. Who is this 
speaking ? 

Voice: The burglar. 





Heard in Hades 
“Where in hell are you go- 


ing?” 

“Who in hell wants to 
know ?” 

“Me, Satan.” 


“The devil you say.” 





Imported Farm Assistant: 
There’s a mouse in that buc- 
ket of milk. 

Woop: Did you take it out? 

Assistant: No, I put the 
eaten.” 





Oh, did you hear about 
Hazel getting married? 

Why no. Who was the lucky 
man? 

Her father. 


Buck, Jr. 





“Isn't he fascinating? 
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Pile 
Hauer} 


Oy 


They say he hasn’t taken a bath in 


ten years.” 


The Escalator Murder Case 


THE MOVING STAIR CASE 


Dead! And what a death. 
Doomed to revolve through all 
eternity, bound hand and foot 
to an escalator! Ah, the pity 
Of ibe 

Solo Dance, the famous 
criminologist, had been called 
in, and the stricken relatives 
were about to summon the 
police, such was their state of 


mind. But Dance stopped 
them ins,the nick “ofs time. 
“Nix she said. ..-Do not.call 


in the police. I have found 
a significant clue. After the 
murder, the murderer lost 
his suspenders on the way 
out. Look, Policeman’s Sus- 
penders! (advt.) It looks 
like a conspiracy.” 

Suddenly a gust of wind 
blew in, and who should blow 


in with it but Solo Dance! 
Cried he, “Arrest that im- 
pester! I suspect him of an- 


terior motives. He has been 
after. my wife for a long 
time.” The people he had 
duped triced him up in a trice. 
It was an old, second-hand 
trice that happened to be 
lying near at hand. “Now,” 
said Solo Dance, “the investi- 
gation can continue.’ And 
continue it did. Soon Dance 
had eliminated everyone but 
himself from his list of sus- 
pects, and was giving him- 
self a stiff cross-examination. 
“Did you, or did you not?” he 


snapped. “No,” he answered, 
defiantly. He turned to his 
audience. “A clear case of 
suicide.” 
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Looking at the Grand Canyon, Famous Men 
Have Said 


“The final stage in the evo- 
lution of our famed product.” 
King C. Gillette. 


paso ' 
Ernest Hemingway. 


“It isn’t real. It isn’t true. 
It’s just another damn lie!” 
Judge Lindsay. 


“Very pretty.” 
Nice Old Lady from Brooklyn. 


“The dirty ditch!” 
Will Rogers. 


Our country is a great land. 
It is our land. It belongs to 
us. The wealth of natural 
wonders makes our country a 
creat land. The natural won- 
ders belong to us. The Grand 
Canyon is the greatest of 
these. It is a masterpiece of 
nature. It is on the Colorado 
River which runs through 
the canyon. All Americans 
should see the canyon. The 
canyon is our heritage. It 
belongs to us.” 

Calvin Coolidge. 


“Eichen gehecten houseter- 
brober. Nict is den vago 
spuchen.”’ 

Albert Einstein. 





“But, have you seen the ‘Thinker’ by Chic Sale?” 


“Anne, let’s hop it.” 
Charles Lindbergh. 


“We recommend that it be 
padlocked.’’- 
Mr. Wickersham. 


“as 
think.” 


certainly makes me 


Senator Heflin. 


“Well, I want another high- 
ball.” 
Jimmy Walker. 


“It reminds me of some- 
thing I’ve seen or eaten but 
I don’t know just which. 

Clara Bow. 


“Why, it?s God’s own sta- 
dium. 
Knute Rockne. 


“Tl bet Mussolini is at the 
bottom of it.” 
Maj. Gen. Smedley Butler. 


—lesaye dam its 
Herbert Hoover. 
—Tiger. 
IF 


If she wears white shoes, 
she’s black. 


If she wears black shoes, 
she’s white. 


If she wears cotton stock- 
ings, she’s green. 


If she looks young, she’s 
old. 


lieeche 
young. 


If she looks back, follow 
her, 


looks old, she’s 


Buck, Jr. 


AND SO TO BED 


I have lived in Africa forty 
years, man and boy, lad, and 
I know it like no other white 
man. Just ask me. At the 
end of the first ten years, 
three gorillas jumped me. I 
got out of it with a broken 
neck. At fifteen years I was 
breaking gorilla’s necks. Send 
no money. Just cut out cou- 
pon and pay postman upon 
delivery. 

Why I remember one time, 
lass, twas ten years ago more 
or less. I was walking along 
the veldt with two thousand 
blacks in my safari and my 
trusted gun-bearer, Mug- 
wump, at my back. We saw 
a lion and coincidentally he 
saw us. He roared. I bid 
three no trump. He roared 
again and Mugwump passed. 
Tsk, Tsk. The lion charged. 
Mugwump cast his spear. It 
missed and the lion was upon 
him. Mugwump’s last words 
were, ‘‘That spearmint to hit 
him, but I gummed up the 
works.” 

Well, lad, that’s Africa for 
you. If you’re not eating you 
are buying some one else’s 
dinner. 





“Well, my boy,” said the 
new minister to the three- 
year-old, “what did Santa 
Claus bring you?” 

“Oh, I got a little red chair,” 
answered the child, “but it 
ain’t much good, It’s got a 
hole in the bottom of it.” 





Prisoner (irately): When I 
came here the judge told me 
he sent me here for the rest 
of my life. 

Warden (sarcastically) : 
Any complaint? 

Prisoner: You bet! Do you 
call swinging a hammer a 
rest? 


Buck, Jr. 
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Saturday Evening Post 


Attendant: Where shall 1 
put these unexpurgated edi- 
tions? 

Librarian: 
shelves. 


On the sexional 





There was once upon a 
time a poor childless couple 
that ate lots of oatmeal be- 
cause the advertisements said 
that cereals were good for 
growing children. 





“Gracious! Where did you 
learn to kiss?” 

“Dragging heavy malts up 
a straw.” 


We've got the dope on Mr. 
Stork, all right; he’s quite a 
kidder, he is. 

—Wet Hen 





“They say that puns are 
the lowest forms of wit.” 

“Yes, that’s why they are 
so popular.” 


DR. J. P. JONES 
Dentist 


Over Cavalier Cafeteria 
“PHONE 5761 
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And do you really 


Hick 
love me? 
Hock: Naw! That’s only 


gas on my stomach. 


“Dear, dear, I have been 
trying to think of a word for 
two weeks.” 

“How about fortnight?” 


“Margaret having a baby? 


“What’s poor Bill so stirred 
up about?” 

“T dunno—guess his mither 
was scared by a cook.” 


“How’d the hands on your 
clock get twisted?” 

“Trying to scratch its ticks, 
probably.” 





“What have you been doing 
lately ?” 

“Oh, just resting on my 
morals.” 


Question: Where, oh where, 
has my little dog gone? 

Answer: Around the cor- 
ner and under the tree. 


Ms 








Oh, Mother, how sordid!” 


Buck, Jr. 


THE TATOOED LADY 


Then there is the story of 
the tattooed lady. An author 
of peculiar artistic notions 
while traveling in Italy took 
in a well-known side show. 
Yhe one that impressed him 
most was a remarkable copy 
of “The Lord’s Supper” by 
da Vinci done in beautiful 
colors on a young lady’s back. 
It was the feature of the show 
and indeed worth several 
trips. Ten years later, while 
touring Europe with a few 
friends, the same author saw 
the same side show adver- 
tised. Delighted to be able to 
show his friends this work of 
art, he dragged them at once 
to see the tattooed lady’s 
back. But alas, she had 
grown enormously fat. All 
the disciples had taken on a 
broad, smile. 


Teacher: I’d like to try on 
that dress that you have in 


the window. 


Clerk: Sorry, Madam, but 


that’s a lamp shade. 


——___—— 


“And so Jack finally mar- 
Well, he certain- 
ly spent enough money 92n 


ried Mabel. 


hem 


“Yes, I guess he married 


her for his money.” 


“You needn’t be so stuck 
up about finally getting en- 
gaged!—I coulda married 
anybody I pleased!’ 

“Hm-m-m-m! An’ all these 
years you’ve been striving to 
please!” 





Fond Father (to son): My 
boy, drinking has many ill ef- 
fects. For instance, if you 
were drunk, those two flag- 
poles over there would look 
like four. You can see how 
harmful it is to your eyes. 

College Lad: But Pop, there 
is only one pole. 





Eve (from the bushes): 
Adam, sugar, close your eyes 
so I can come home. 

Adam: What’s the matter, 
dear? 


Eve: I’ve been’ A.W.O.L.” 
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Doctor (making out birth 
certificate): This must be 
about the thirtieth, isn’t it? 

Young Mother: Sir! 





“Do you know Andrews, the 
producer ?” 

He N ates HY 

“What do you consider his 
best production ?” 

“His daughter, Dorothy.” 





UBIS HS2201IN) tonpe +a) bis 
shock to my family” said the 
prisoner as he sat down in 
the electric chair. 

“Let’s switch the subject” 
said the executioner, and the 
prisoner was swept along 
with the current of the con- 
versation, which, to say the 
least, was quite electrifying. 











Board at Mrs. Usry’s 
DURING SUMMER SCHOOL 
MAKE RESERVATIONS NOW 
Good Wholesome Well Cooked Food 
Convenient. to Campus — No. 6 Frat. Row 
TABLE BOARD SIX WEEKS 
3 Meals Daily $37.50—2 Meals Daily $27.59 
Meal Tickets Sold 
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University Shoe 
Shop 


Two Doors from Post Office 


OWNED BY A CAROLINA MAN 





Phone 3016 
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THEATRE 


The sign on the outside 
with the icicle effect says, 
“It’s cool in here.’ That’s 
true; we have been trying it 
during the hot weather. Aside 
from the cool and comfort, the 
Carolina Theatre offers the 
newest and best attractions of 
the current cinema season. 

Today, Billie Dove and Sid- 
ney Blackmer come to the 
Theatre in The Lady Who 
Dared. Tomorrow (Friday), 
a war drama called Beyond 
Victory brings Bill Boyd, 
Marion Shilling, and James 
Gleason. On Saturday the 
Theatre offers Kay Francis in 
The Vice Squad. 

Laugh and Get Rich, a 
comedy of the family affairs 
of a boarding-house lady, 
starring Dorothy Lee, Hugh 
Herbert, and Edna Mae Oli- 
ver, will be shown ‘Tues- 
day, June 16. The following 
day Lowell Sherman appears 
in Bachelor Apartments. On 
Thursday the clamorous little 
Janet Gaynor and handsome 
Warner Baxter appear in a 
new version of the famous 
play Daddy Long Legs. Fri- 
day the nineteenth, the Thea- 
tre presents Lorretta Young 
in Three Lost Girls. The 
week closes with the presen- 
tation of Quick Millions with 
Spencer Tracy, Sally Eilers, 
and Marguerite Churchill. 
This is a picture of the under- 
world and is well worth see- 
ing. 

The management of the 
Carolina Theatre has asked us 
to announce that requests for 
pictures should be left at the 
box office. The management 
proposes, if possible, to book 
all pictures that are requested. 





Waiter: How was 
chicken sandwich? 
Diner: Fowl! 


your 


As Ye Sow—So Shall Ye Reap 


In the city court-room of 
Albuquerque, New Mexico, 
there appeared one day an 
Indian chief from a nearby 
reservation. Haughtily, with 
arms folded and with passive 
mein, he strode to the judge’s 
bench. Solemnly he looked up 
at the puzzled judge and then 
spoke forth: 

“Me wantum divorce.” 

“But. my dear. sir, cried 
the judge, “surely you are 
mistaken.” 

“No! Me wantum divorce.” 

“Ah, but really, you must 
be a little hasty. Think now, 
do you really want to be sepa- 
rated from your dear mate?” 

“Me know what me want- 
um. Me wantum divorce.” 

“Well, you seem insistent. 
May I ask why you seek a di- 
vorce?” 

“Me plantum corn, me get 
corn; me plantum wheat, me 
get wheat; me plantum beans, 
me get beans—”’ 

“Well, what has that—’” 

“—But me plantum Indian, 
me get Chinaman. Me want- 
um. divorce!” 





“Oh dear,” wailed the 
young mother. “I had a con- 
tract for a new house, and the 
baby swallowed it.” 

eGo bad,” sympathized a 
visitor. “Was it binding?” 

“T don’t know, but I oun 
pose it is now.’ 





Dear Miss Dix: I want 
your advice. I am in love 
with a beautiful girl. She 
has led me to believe that she 
loves me, and is willing to 
marry me. But one thing 
worries me, I have false teeth 
and have never let her know 
it. Shall I tell her before we 
marry and risk losing her, or 
shall I go ahead and marry 
her and then confess after- 
ward ?—Worried. 

Worried: Go on and marry 
the girl and keep your mouth 
shut. 


“Who’s that dame that’s 
giving us the glad eye?” 

“Oh, just a school teacher 
who couldn’t make her pupils 
behave.” 


eee 


DHIt 
Mag 


“Dear me, Harold, this cottage cheese tastes funny.” 


Buck, Jr. 


neat cece 


“You say the third degree 
didn’t bother you a bit.” 


“No; not .ati all.” 

“Didn’t they fire questions 
at you rapidly? Didn’t they 
ask for explanations? Didn’t 
they ask where you were at 
certain hours of the day and 
night? 

SYV.ess! 


“Didn’t they strike you in 
an endeavor to eke out a con- 
fession? Didn’t they tell you 
that you couldn’t drink or 
smoke until you told the 
truth? Didn’t they threaten 
you?” 

“Yes, they did all that.’ 


“And still you say it didn’t 
bother you a bit. Are you in- 
human ?”’ 


“No, I was just used to it. 
My wife’s been doing that for 
years.” 


“T don’t object to washing 
the dishes for you,” cried the 
“And I 
don’t mind mopping, sweep- 
ing or dusting the floors, but 
Pll be damned if I’ll run a rib- 
bon around my night shirt to 


hen-pecked husband. 


fool the baby!” 





She: 
last night. 

He: 

She: 


Bill told me a story 


Did he tell it well? 
He held his audience. 


A Scotch was crossing the 
ocean and his wife fell over- 
board. On arriving in Scot- 
land, this telegram awaited 
him: 

“Your wife’s body was 
found on the shore of Spain; 
clinging to it was a valuable 
specimen of fish valued at 
63,000. Wire instructions im- 
mediately.” 

He wired in reply: “Send 
me the $3,000 and throw back 
the bait.” 





We have just recently been 
given to understand that 
Fleetwood and Coty are going 
to merge and produce body 
odors. 





Customer: I’m afraid this 
Louis XVI dress is too large 
for me. Haven’t you some- 
thing smaller; about 
Louis XII style? 


say, 
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Bible salesman (to back- 
woods farm wife): ‘Madam, 
you certainly can’t get along 
without the Bible. Think of 
all the valuable things it tells 
VOus: 

Farm wife: 
tell me?” 

Gospel peddler: “Why it 
will tell you all about Christ 
—how he lived and what he 
did, and how and when he 
Cie diva ae 

Farm wife: “Oh is he dead? 
I been tellin’ my ole man we 
oughter take some _ kinder 
paper or somethin’ to keep up 
with all these happenin’s.”’ 


“What will it 





Newlywed: O dear, O dear, 
I just made the loveliest pie 
and the cat’s gone and eaten 
it! 


Husband: There, there, 
don’t cry. Ill get you anoth- 
er cat. 











“M” SYSTEM 


Locally Owned 





Standard Groceries at Lower Prices 


Locally Operated 











Lite Insurance Co. 


Grady H. Leonard, Agent 


Office over Cavalier Cafeteria 


Phone 7341 or 5291 
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She trained in the arbor- 
etum.,. yet she had athlete’s 
foot! 


And of course we have of- 
ten wondered if Pollyanna 
could be hit by a falling me- 
teor and remark, ‘“‘that’s an- 
other star in my crown.” 


“T understand they sent the 
blacksmith to jail.” 

OWeaat tore” 

“Forgery.” 


Joe E, Brown was probably 
born with a silver ladle in his 
mouth. 


“Had your baby christened 
yet?” 

“Nothing doing. No baby 
of mine’s going to get hit 
over the head with a bottle!” 


Visitor: And does your nice 
little cow give milk? 

Farmer: Not exactly; you 
sorta got to take it away from 
ner. 


A lady suing for a divorce 
told the court that: her hus- 
band boxed her ears, pulled 
her hair, threw her down the 
stairs, hit her in the eye, and 
locked her in the basement. 
She said she didn’t know why 
ne did these things. 

We do. He was mad at her. 





The hand that rocks the 
cradle is the one that used to 
turn out the parlor light. 


“Well, of all the goofy nuts! 
What’s the idea of leaving a 
can of condensed milk for the 
cate” 

“7 At’s all right, I left a can 
opener, too.” 

“Oh, well, why didn’t you 
say so?” 


Budding Artist: ‘‘Here’s a 
modernistic picture of a steam 
shovel.” 

Magazine Editor: ‘Sorry, 
we can’t use it. The dirt’s 
there all right, but it hasn’t 
any sex appeal.” 

—Columns 


From a history paper: “A 


Have You Ever Thought How Much 
Easier It Would Be to Get the 
Job You Want if You Knew 


Papal Bull is a cow that is 
kept in the Vatican Gardens 
to give milk for the Pope’s 
children.” 


—The Pup 





Typewriting 


AND 





Husband (to wife who has 





> just presented him with 
- twins): “My God, will you 
Shorthand: ever get over the habit of ex- 
aggerating ?”’ 
REGISTER NOW Sniper 
at the A 
Chapel Hill Business SUMMER SCHOOL STUDENTS 
School EAT AT THE ARCHER HOUSE 


And Make Your Summer’s Work OPPOSITE BAPTIST CHURCH 
Mean More To You Than Ever 
Before 
HOURS: 10 A. M. to 5 P. M. 


No. 11 Kluttz Building 
Over Pritchard-Lloyd Drug Store 





Mrs. Victor Humphreys 


$35 for Six Weeks 
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We've all heard the ones 
about the traveling salesman 
and the farmer’s daughter, 
but have you heard what hap- 
pened when that farmer’s 
daughter met two salesmen? 

It seems that two travel- 
ing salesmen were driving 
through the country in a 
powerful sport roadster when 
they espied at a roadside farm 
a farmer’s daughter milking 
a cow. 

“Wouldn’t you like to go 
riding in this pretty car with 
two nice traveling salesmen?” 
they asked her. 

“T’ll have to ask my moth- 
_ er,” the innocent maid replied 
_and she ran to tell her mother 
how fortunate she was to have 
an opportunity to ride in such 
a fine motor car. 

“Whe wants you to go?” 
the dutiful mother said. 

“Two nice traveling sales- 
men,” was the reply. 

“Daughter!” the mother 
cried, “You run right back out 
and bring the cow in with 
vou.” 


_ A New Yorker received this 
telegram from San Francis- 
co: 
“Regret to inform veu of 
your mother-in-law’s death. 
Shall we embalm, cremate, 0 
inter?” 

He wired back: 

“Take no chances. Hm- 
balm, cremate and inter.” 


“A hell of a landing you 
made.”’ 

Tl -madesy JI thought you 
were flying the plane.” 





DR. R. R. CLARK 
Dentist 


Over Bank of Chapel Hill 
PHONE 6251 
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Editor: Did you ever write 
anything before? 

Authoress: Oh, yes, I wrote 
a confession story once. 

Editor: Did the editor send 
it back? 

Authoress: No, he came all 
the way from New York to 
California to meet me. 


—Kitty Kat 
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Foreman: “Well, is every- 
Paine’ Oy Ke? 

New Night Watchman: 
Yes, I haven’t done so bad for 
the first night. I’ve checked 
everything and there is only 
one thing missing—the steam- 
shovel. 


—Texas Battalion 















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Most professors seem to forget that, although they may cover 
the ground, so does mud! 
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ACT 1 

Didn’t I see you 

going in that young man’s 

apartment last night about 

12-302 
Daughter : 

but I didn’t stay more than a 


Mother: 


Yes, mother, 
minute—I was just going 
back after my hose. 


ACT 2 

College Comic Editor: And 
where did you get this joke 
about the girl going back into 
the young man’s apartment 
for her hose? 

Contributor: Whiz Bang, 
but they’ll never know it, for 
she went back after her hat 
the way they had it. 


Mary had a little lamb, 
A lobster and some prunes, 
A glass of gin, twelve shots 
of rye, 
And then some macaroons. 
It made the naughty waiters 
grin 
To see her order so, 
And when they carried Mary 
out 
Her face was white as snow. 
—Lafayette Lyre 

















Fliver and ottymobile pic- 
nickers will be persecuted to 
the full extent of two mean 
mongrel dogs which ain’t nev- 
ar been ovarily shoshibel with 
strangers and one _  dubble 
barle shotgun which ain’t 
loaded with no sofy pillows. 
Dam if I. aint-tired of this 
hel raisin on my property. 

—Beanpot 


CREWS DRILL IN DRIV- 
ING RAIN — Headline in 
Columbia Spectator. 

Just wait till they get on 
the river. 

—J ester 


Waiter: “Soup, zoup, sir?” 
Diner: “I don’t know what 
you're talking about.” 


Waiter: “Well, you know 
what hash is. Well, zoup is 
looger.”* 

—Log 

“Today’s Saturday, isn’t 
ite 

“Yeah.” 

“Hot dog! Funny papers 
tomorrow.” 


—Harvard Lampoon 


\ 


“Honey, I love the very 
ground you walk on,” said the 
dashing young suitor, as he 
proposed to the girl whose 
father owned the oil lands. 

—Medley 


Flapper: “So. I mustn’t 
marry, eh? What do you 
know about it?” 

Mother: “Why I was mar- 
ried before you were born.” 

—Missourt Showme 


At the hop last Saturday 
night my suspenders broke. 
right out on the floor. 

Weren’t you very embar- 
rassed ? 

Well, not very. My room- 
mate had them on. 

—Log 
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SUMMER SCHOOL BULLETIN 





July 8—Plays and Games under Davie 
Poplaraier 30s 

July 14—8:30 P. M., Music Hall—Bos- 
ion Male Quartet. 

July 138 and 15—8:30 P. M., Playmak- 
ers Theatre, “Taming the Shrew” in mod- 
ern costume given by the Carolina Play- 
makers. 


Conference on Elementary Education 
(July 16 and 17) 


July 16 and 17, a two-day conference 
on Elementary Education in North Caro- 
lina will be held at Chapel Hill. This con- 
ference is sponsored jointly by the State 
Department of Education and the Sum- 


mer School. It will be presided over by 
Honorable A. T. Allen, State Superin- 
tendent of Public Instruction. 


Public Welfare Institute (July 13-17) 


Beginning the thirteenth of July and 
continuing through the week there will 
be an institute for county superintendents 
of public welfare, probation officers, juve- 
nile court judges, and other social work- 
ers under the joint direction of the State 
Board of Charities and Public Welfare 
and the school of Public Welfare of the 
University. The Institute this year is 
under the supervision of Dr. Wiley B. 
Sanders and Mrs. W. T. Bost. 
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“Pardon me, haven’t I seen 
you somewhere before ?”’ 

“Well, maybe so; I’m a Chi 
Rho—” 

SOnesure,.a Chi Rho; at 
Cornell, wasn’t it? Yes, I re- 
member you well. What's 
that pin? Honor society?” 

“No, that’s my Chi Rho—” 

“Of course, the Chi Rho 
pin! I didn’t recognize it at 
first. Well, how’ve you been? 
Building up a fat average? 
Out for football again this 
semester? Or was it publi- 
eations? Are you still rush- 
ing that blonde babe with the 
parentheses legs that I saw 
you with at the Chi Rho for- 
mal last year? And say, are 
you—” 

“Shut up—will you! Damn 
it all, I’ve never been to col- 
lege! I’m a chiropractor, and 
that pin is the badge of the 
Belligerent Band of Bone- 
Benders!”’ 

—California Pelican 


Buck, .J%. 


Miniature golf note: Play- 
ers should remember that to 
shout “Fore” is to be guilty 
of gross exaggeration. We 
should suggest that some suit- 
able fraction—say, one-fourth 
—would be in much better 
taste. 

—Beanpot 





Some people claim that Tom 
Thumb golf courses are diffi- 
cult. On the contrary, we 
have found that most of them 
are pipes. 

—Harvard Lampoon 





Gangster’s Wife: You’re an 


hour late to dinner. Where 
were you? 
Gangster: I’m sorry, dear, 


but I was arrested. 
Gangster’s Wife: Say, do 
you expect me to believe ne 
tite 
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CAFETERIA 


“Every Meal a Pleasant Memory’”’ 
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The car had come to a sud- 
den standstill in a country 
road. The motorist descend- 
ed, diagnosed the trouble, and 
then applied at a neighboring 
cottage for assistance. 

‘Pardon me,” he said to the 
old woman who answered his 
knock,” do you by chance pos- 
sess any lubricating oil?” 

The old woman shook her 
head. 

“Any oil will do,” said the 
motorist, hopefully — “castor 
oil if you have any.” 

“T ain’t got it, said the old 
woman, regretfully, “but I 
could fix you up with a dose of 
salts.” 

—Tid Bits 





Modern Miss: Silence, Ro- 
meo! Wait until I remove 
the screen from the window 
and you will not have to strain 


‘your voice. 


—Green Griffin 
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The golfer gazed at his 
caddie indignantly. “A driv- 
er for this hole—only 160 
yards? Why, that’s only a 
mashie and putt for me!” 

Confidently he stepped up 
to the ball, mashie in hand. 
“Swish!” The ball dribbled 
off the tee amid an eruption 
of clods, There was a mo- 
ment of silence, broken by a 
remark from the caddie: 

“And now for a_ hulluva 
long putt!” 

—Tennessee Mugwump 





“T would like to purchase 
some apples for my husband,” 
said the lady to the grocer. 

“What kind, madam?” 

“T-I d-don’t suppose you 
happen to know what sort 
Eve used?” she asked falter- 
ingly. 

—Rammer Jammer 


Pritchard-Lloyd, 


DRUGGISTS 
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An old maid went to have 
her picture taken and the pho- 
tographer noticed her tying a 
piece of clothes line around 
the bottom of her skirt. 

‘“What’s the idea of that?’ 
asked he. ‘I can’t take your 
picture that way.” 

“You can’t fool me, young 
man,’ ‘said’ the old “giriey = 
know you see me upside down 
in that camera.” 

—Malteaser 





What Mother Misses 
Passerby: What would your 
mother say, little boy, if she 
could hear you swear like 
that? 
Boy: She’d be tickled to 
death if she could hear it. 
Passerby: How can you lie 
like that? 
Boy: That’s no lie. 
stone deaf. 
—Chicago Tribune 


She’s 


Banker (telephoning) : Mr 
Cohen, do you know your 
bank account is overdrawn 
S177 

Mr. Cohen: Say, Mr. Bank- 
er, look up a month ago. How 
did I stand then? I'll hold 
the phone. 

Banker (returning to the 


telephone): You had a bal- 
ance of $440. 

Mr. Cohen: Vell, did I call 
you up? 


—Malteaser 





“Hey, hey, Oscar, want to 
come to the christening?” 

‘What ho, and who’s break- 
ing the bottle now?” 

“They're renaming the 
Dental School the ‘School of 
Pessimism.’ ” 

“And why?” 

“Yo, ho, ’cause they’re al- 
ways looking down in the 
mouth.” —Punch Bowl 
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University Shoe 


Two Doors from Post Office 






Shop 





DRY CLEANING AND TAILORING 
WELL DONE! 


O’Kelly Tailoring Co. 


110 North Columbia Street 
Chapel Hill, N. C. 


Phone 3531 





















OWNED BY A CAROLINA MAN 


Phone 3016 
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Lhe Waffle Shop 


“Our Sandwiches Are 


A Meal” 





A celebrated white preacher 
had been engaged to address 
the congregation of a little 
negro church, and was being 
introduced by the very nerv- 
ous colored pastor. 

“Sistern an’ bred’rn,” he 
began. “It affords me the ex- 
tremest pleasure to introduce 
de speaker of de evening. | 
wants to explain dat while his 
skin ain’t the same color as 
de odders here, I assures you 
his heart is as black as any 
of your’n. 

—IlLog 





“What's the similarity be- 
tween strip poker and _ fly- 
ing? ? 

“The thrill is in the take- 
it.” 

—Wataugan 





Hearty Laugh Locks Jaws 
of Wife at Breakfast Table— 
| Boston Traveler. This shows 
the value of a good joke. 

—Voo-Doo 





“Got any gin in that bag?” 
sneered the house ’tec snip- 
pily. 

“Who the hell do you think 
I am—Eli Whitney?” 

—Voo-Doo 


| Buck, Jr. 























A Complete Line of 
Ladies’ Ready - to- 
Wear for all Occa- 
sions. 


Shoes 


F. J. DIAB 
“Style Center” 


Hosiery 








Professor: Are you cheat- 
ing on this examination? 
Student: No, sir. I was 
only telling him his nose was 
dripping on my paper. 
—Octopus 


As the advertisements say, 
can one hundred and sixty 
thousand persons be wrong? 
It seems they can, for there 
are that number of telephone 
girls in the United States. 


—————————— 


Reporter: Tve got a per- 
fect news story. 

City Editor: The man bite 
the dog?” 

Reporter: “Naw, a bull 
threw a congressman. 

—Texas A. & M. Battalion 


—$—$$—$—<—__— 


Then there was the co-ed 
who was so dumb that she 
thought assets were little don- 


keys. 
—Battalion 





We enjoyed the flea circus 


but the acts were lousy. 
—The Log 


Yachtsman: If this storm 
keeps up, I'll have to heave to. 
Seasick Girlie: What a 

horrid way of putting it. 
— Sniper 





Magician (sawing girl in 
half): Now, ladies and gen- 
tlemen, when this girl has 
been sawed in two, her brains 
will be given to the medical 
college and the rest thrown 
to the dogs. 

Gallery Gang: Woof, woof, 
bow, wow! 

—Rammer-/Jammer 





(telegraphing 
from Ohio): Having won- 
derful time. Marion is great. 
Wife (telegraphing back 
immediately): Same _ here. 
George is not so bad. 
—Widow 


Salesman 





Jens: He cleaned up a big 
fortune in crooked dough. 





Jinks: Counterfeiter? 
Jens: No—pretzel manu- 
facturer. 
—Bison 
Co: Your friend has the 


funniest knees. 
Ed: Oh, they won’t seem 
bad once you get onto te 
—Ow 
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and Supper 


25¢ 





Featuring Cold Plate Lunch 


Gooch Bros. 


















Little 
Please pray for my father’s 
floating kidney. 

Parson: But I can’t pray 
for any one thing like that. 

Little Boy: Well, you prayed 
for the loose livers the other 


Boy (to parson): 


day. 
—Log 





Teacher: And now, Willie, 
can you give us a sentence 
with “‘heterodoxology” in it? 

Little Willie (aged 6): No. 

—Yale Record 





Make room for the one 
about the Scotch murderer 
who, when entering the death 
chamber, complained to the 
warden that he was being 
overcharged. 

—F roth 





Amy: Why did you lose at 
strip poker? 

Nancy: I discarded at the 
wrong time. 

—Missouri Showme 





“Just another one of those 
thrill slayers,”’ muttered Ole 
Hot, as the chaperone hove in 
sight. 

—Georgia Cracker 


The Model Market 


THE PURE FOOD STORE 


Phones 7041 and 7051 





Mother is the necessity of 
convention. 
—Princeton Tiger 





No, 1: I hear Jack has been 

fishing without bait, any luck? 

No. 2: Yeah, he hollers out 

a lot of riddles and the fish 
all bite, 

—Widow 


—— 


The laziest man in school 
stopped eating to keep from 
studying, went to sleep to 
keep from eating, and then 
died to keep from waking up, 
so he wouldn’t have to do it 
all over again. 

—Rammer Jammer 


—— 


“Young man, can I get into 
the park through this gate?” 
“Guess so, lady. I just saw 

a load of hay go through.” 
—The Pointer 





“Have you heard that May- 
belle has a case of psitta- 
cosis ?” 

“Really—I do hone it is bet- 
ter than the cognac we had 
there last week.” 

—Arizona Kitty Kat 





Dum: She’s a virtuoso, they 
tell me. 

Bell: Don’t let them kid 
you; I’ve been out with that 
baby. 

—The Log 





First Prohibition Officer: I 
hear you bagged a deer. 
Second Prohibition Officer: 
Yeah, I mistook him for a 
man. 
—Minnesota Ski-U-Mah 





She—I don’t think that 
English course did you any 
good—you still end every sen- 
tence with a proposition. 

; —Purple Parrot 





Tourist (watching Swiss 
yodeler): My gosh, that Lis- 
terine has gone all over the 
world, hasn’t it? 

—The Log 





Pete: What does Mr. Mur- 
phy do for a living? 
Re-pete: Oh, he’s a fine 


guy. 

Pete: Whatcha mean, fine 
guy? 

Re-pete: A fellow who sits 
on the bench and hears the 
cases. You know, a judge. 

—Colgate Banter 


Buek, Jr.k 


—— 
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“Say, where did you get the 
baby? I didn’t know you 
were married!” 
| “Tm not married, but I was 

baking: a correspondence 
course in Marriage and Mar- 
ried Life, and I got the in- 
| stallments mixed.” 


Wife: You brute! I’m go- 
| ing right down and get a di- 
| vorce. 

Well-Oiled Husband: Get 
me one, too. 


u" 


Y 
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No. 2 





Irate Theatregoer: Usher, 
usher! Dammit, I can’t find 
anything about the play in 
this program! 

Condescending Usher: Sor- 
ry, sir, but we had to make 
room for two new ads. 








encalleenis oinielayea 
‘cause she gets heated, rushes 
head on, and then cools off. 





A bird in the hand is not 
worth the risk. 


Tr eo WA. 


ay” 
5 


GY ZS _ 
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Dean of Women: Didn’t I 


- see you entering a fraternity 


house last night at 9:45? 
Co-ed: Yes, ma’am, but I 

didn’t stay a minute—I was 

just going back after my hat. 





There was a young lady named 
Fall, 
Who went to a fancy dress 
ball; 
Though scantily dressed 
She outshone the rest 
For she literally outstripped 
them all. 








Dizz: You’re not so hot; you’re nothing but an ordinary rubbish collector. 


Dizzier: So I gather. 


Buck, Jr. 
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A motorist was held up by 
a traffic policeman. 

“What’s your name?” de- 
manded the cop. 

“Abraham O’Brien Gold- 
berg,” replied the motorist. 

“What’s the O’Brien for?” 
asked the officer. 

“For protection,” returned 
Abraham. 





Dear Dad: For the sixth 
time I’m asking you for 
money. I’m flat.—Frank. 

Dear Son: Sweat for your 
money. I did.—Dad. 

Dear Dad: I’ve been do- 
ing nothing else since I sent 
you that first wire.—Frank. 





She: 
He: Don’t bother. I'll go back to my wife. 


Darling T promise 
EhGheh 92 eens 


The Dirty Joke 


When told by the girl 
friends it’sy risque 2usattiea 
smoker, it’s “funny”; in a 


modern farce, it’s “life”; in a 
novel, ;oit's clever. weat 
church social, it’s “shocking” ; 
and at a bridge tussle, it’s 
“tame”; but everywhere ap- 
preciated .... and dirty, 


“Prisoner, if you didn't 
steal the $3,000 — where did 
you get it?” 

“Yer honor, I saved it from 
buying Listerine tooth paste.” 

—Kansas Sour Owl 





You don’t love me any more. I’m going home to mother. 


Girls — 
I think that I shall never see 
A girl refuse a meal that’s 


free. 

A femme with hungry eyes 
not fixed 

Upon the gin that’s being 
mixed. 


A girl who looks at boys all 
day 
And doesn’t lead pure men 


astray. 

A dame who may in winter 
wear 

A coat that makes the seals 
despair. 


Whose mind will 
thoughts contain, 

Who builds her castles all in 
Spain. 


countless 


Girls are made by fools like 
me, 

But why, I sometimes fail to 
see! 


SS 


Some folks smile in the night 
time, 
Some folks smile 
dawn, 
But the man worthwhile is 
the man who can smile 
When his two front teeth 
are gone. 


in the 





The Smiths Arrive 


He (with her): Have you 
a room and bath for my wife 
and I? | 

Hotel Clerk: We have 
double rooms, but none with 
bath. 

He (to her): Will that be 
all right with you? 

She: Yes, Mister. 





Our idea of Hay Days is 
Wild Oats Nights. 


Buck, Jr. 


Page Seven 





-There’s an awful fool I know 
ol, 
Sittin’ pennin’, Lord knows 
What 
But it sounds like awful driv- 


el, 
And I think he’s off his nut. 
I wouldn’t mind him writin’ 
If the stuff he tried to write 








Was only something really 
good, 

And not so trite. 

’Cause he’s makin’ silly son- 
nets 


On the old, old story—love, 
‘About the silver moon that’s 
shinin’ 
And the cooin’ of the dove. 
He’s askin’ now for info 
As to what a blonde likes 


best. 
Why not tell him just a little, 
And watch her supply the 

rest? 


A Violinist entered a little 
music shov in London. 

“T want an FE string, if you 
please,” he observed to the 
man behind the counter. 

Nervously producing a box 
from behind the counter, the 
Cockney said, “Would you 
mind vickin’ one out for your- 
self? Y’know, I ’ardly can 
tell the ’e’s from the she’s.” 


You told me yesterday that 
we were through, 
There’s little need for me 
to say I knew it. 
I had a like report to make to 
you, 
But damn it all, my dear, 
you beat me to it! 


——_—___—— 


“Ts that pooch a bird dog es 
“Sure. C’mere Oscar, an 
give the lady the bird.” 


Buck, Jr.. 


Night Watchman: Young 
man, are you going to kiss 
that girl? 

Young man (straightening 
up): No, sir. 

Night Watchman: 
then, hold my lantern. 


Here, 


And a cynic, Aloysius, is 
not the place where you wash 
dishes, but it is a girl who 
goes riding in walking shoes. 


SS) 





“Did you spend an amusing 
evening with her?”’ 

“Yes. She has a lot of pet 
theories.” 





“T heard that you and Roy 
were going to be married.” 

“Maybe, but we still have 
hopes.” 





“Yes, to heir is human.” 
“So you have a son.” 





Sp: rothy 1 anken shig 


er / 


“Where’s the man who's on the hunger strike?” 


“Oh, he’s out to lunch just now.” 
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“Hullo, sheen Oschar here ’n lash hour?” 
“Yes, he was here.” 
“J’notice if I was with him?” 


The Death of John Barleycorn 


as reported by 


ARTHUR BRISBANE. 


John Barleycorn, who 
drank, is now on his way to 
meet his maker. Doctors tell 
us that we cannot burn the 
candle at both ends. 

Among the thousands who 
unsuccessfully tried was John 
Barleycorn, He leaves six 
children who will never have 
the proper supervision or love 
of a father. Such things are 
to be regretted. 


WILL ROGERS. 
Well, I see by the papers 


that po’ John Barleycorn is 
dead, I reckon’ the papers is 
right, they’re bound to be 
once in awhile. Po’ John 
leaves six little ones. Looks 
like the Farm Board or the 
Democrats will have to take 
care of them. John would 
have never died if he had lived 
in Claremore. 


CALVIN COOLIDGE. 


John Barleycorn is dead. 
He leaves six children. One, 
two, three, four, five, six. 
Everybody is sorry, Nobody 
can do anything because he is 


dead. 
him. 


WALTER WINCHELL. 

John Barleycorn, whose 
face would stop a clock, is not 
that way anymore. No longer 
will he go around with that 
pained expression. Alcohol 
makes the world go. round, It 
made John go the way of all 
flesh also. 

Barleycorn was tombstoned 
this afternoon while his 
squaw, six acts of God, and 
the neighbors, mourned. 


OQ; O. McINTYRE. 

Thoughts while strolling: 
Who remembers when John 
Barleycorn was living? John 
was a city boy who couldn’t 
make good in the country. 

Wonder if he’s leading a 
good life in the hereafter? 
I’m glad he returned my silk 
striped cravat. 

Just passed Andrew Vol- 
stead. He’s to blame, 

It’s a shame they had to 
bury Barleycorn (I hate that 
word, bury). But they 
couldn’t keep him around. 


TIME MAGAZINE. 

Tall, red-nose, John Barley- 
corn, father of 6 children, died 
last week. 

Time was when a man could 
drink liquor all day long and 
get away with it, but those 
days are gone, 

Quoth he just before death: 
“Prohibition is a failure. “It 
is as easy to get liquor today 
as ever. Hurray! Alcohol 
should be done away with and 
whiskey put in its place. 
Whoopee!” 


They’ll have to bury 


—Purple Parrot 


Singing a Song Entitled: 
“T’ll See You in My Dreams— 
My Wife’s Getting Suspi- 
cious.” 


Buck, Jr. 
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Pigeons 

Pigeon, pigeon, wheeling high, 

Around those portals to the 
sky, 

Slender 
spires, 

Far above the screaming tires 

Of commerce; far from hu- 
man ills. 

I watch you and my spirit 
thrills 

With hopeless longings, would 
that I 

Could taste a 
pigeon pie. 


buildings, pointed 


home-made 


Pigeon, pigeon, while you fly, 
Bereft of any earthly tie, 
Pinions beating, soaring there, 
Hungry I gaze, and in despair 
I turn away, but ’tis too late, 
O pigeon, your revenge is 
great. 
I writhe in fearful pain, I cry, 
You’ve hit me, pigeon, in the 
eye. 





Blue eyes gaze at mine.— 


Vexation 
Soft hands clasped in mine.— 
Palpitation 

Fair hair brushing mine.— 
Expectation 

Red lips close to mine.— 

Temptation 

Lithe body close to mine.— 
Aspiration 
Footsteps.— Damnation 
Professor: Is there any- 


thing I have not covered yet? 
Voice (from rear): My 
pair of queens are still high!” 





DR. J. P. JONES 
Dentist 


Over Cavalier Cafeteria 
PHONE 5761 





Buck, Jr. 


Did you hear of the Scotch- 
man who wrote the editor of 
a local paper that if he didn’t 
stop printing jokes about the 
Sco.ch he was going to read 
some other paper at the pub- 
lic brary? 


And then of course there 
was the Scotchman who 
bought talcum powder be- 
cause it was cheaper than 
soap. 
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Father: Why were you sus- 
pended from college?” 

Son: Constant interrup- 
tions prevented my studying. 

Father: Interruptions? In 
what forms? 

Son (reminiscently) : 
those forms! 


Ah, 


Then there’s the one about 
the man who sowed wild oats 
Saturday night and prayed all 
day Sunday for a crop failure. 





~ 


oF 
Se 


= 


PD) Ay y 
WS 


Re 


— 







AW 


i—F 


KMS 


ti 


MATT 


aN SAL 


ANAC 


OUT 


\\\\ 





—(Yeo WHeeE=R—_> 
Cg 


N ( 


oe eee eee 





“I hear that young Hoskins made $50,000 in one turnover.” 


CV eal tas 
“Yeah, his uncle died.” 
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Here’s to the girls with laugh- 
ing lips, 

Smiling eyes, and swinging 
hips! 

Here’s to the girls with golden 
hair, 

Beautiful legs, and that cer- 
tain air 

That makes you think they 
have love to spare— 

But they pass me by. 
Flit!) 


(Try 


One evening a_ beautiful 
vision in blue walked into a 
Soph’s room. 

“Get out of here,” said the 
Soph. 

‘““Make me,”’ said the vision. 

And he did. 


What a charming baby, 
Mrs. Jones, and he does re- 
semble your husband.” 

“Gracious, you alarm me; 
we adopted this baby.” 


Out west men are men and 
pansies are flowers, 


He (over telephone) : Hello, 
hello! Is this Margaret? 

She: Yes, what do you 
want, darling? 

He: I want Dorothy. 


1st. Parrot: I hear the 
President of Mexico has a 
headache. 

2nd Parrotinoh, ~ another 
Mexican jumping bean. 





First Instructor: 
student? 
Second Ditto: 


Paul: Ive been living on 


milk and bread for twenty 


days. 

Pauline: Hell, that’s noth- 
ing; I’ve been living on earth 
for thirty years. 





“What’s your name?” 


“Minnehaha.” 

“What’s funny about that?” 
—Vo00-Doo 

Sigma Chi (on phone): 


How are you this evening? 
Pi Phi: All right—but lone- 
] 


y. 
S. C.: Good and lonely? 
Pe PeaNowgUstionely 
S. C.: Pll be right over. 
—Minnesota Ski-U-Mah 


“Oh, Chester, you’re so 
primordial, and everything ..” 
“You should see me in 

sneakers.” 
— J ester 


How come your wife seems to dislike your best girl 


Well, you see, my wife used to be my best student, too. 


Customer: Is this bathtub 
guaranteed ? 

Salesman: Oh, yes, madam. 
We stand back of everything 
we sell. 


—S. California Wampus 


He: Even her picture re- 
flects her innocence and seems 
to tell one that she cannot be 
touched. 

Him: No wonder, you: darn 
fool, youre looking at the 
negative. 

—Pyoth 





Mary had alittle lamb 
Whose morals sure were low. 


And say! The places Mary 
went 

*Cause the lamb was in the 
know. 





Soph: Don’t act like a baby. 
Frosh‘ss lean panel Orit 
was born that way. 


Buck, Jr. 





Dr. Dunaway, able his- 
torian, has a keen sense of hu- 
mor and often cracks a wise 
one just to see if anyone is 
listening. Usually someone 
is, aS was proved the other 
day when the Dr. left himself 
wide open for a snappy come- 
. back as he was telling about 
the bloodthirsty red skins. 

“What would you do,” he 
thundered, “if you came in 
from the fields and found 
your wife and seventeen chil- 
dren dead on the cabin floor?” 

“Bury them,” came one cf 
those voices from way back. 


Orator—the fellow who 
will lay down your life for his 
country. 

—Notre Dame Juggler 


Young Son: Ma, the wom- 
en in this country must be 


very tired. 

Mother: Why, Petrucio, 
how’s that? 

Young Son: Well, I see a 


lot of places marked ‘Ladies’ 
Rest Room.’ ” 


“Say, big boy,’’ queried the 
Dizzy Blonde, as the music 
stopped, “how does the or- 
chestra know when all the 
couples have finished.” 

—The Lehigh Burr 


Simple: Could you pass the 
bread? 
Simpleton: I guess. I moved 


pianos last year. 
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Jones is the most brutally 
frank business man in town.” 

“FA DIEM } 

ow so? 

“When he remits in pay- 
ment he writes: ‘You have 
already found the enclosed 
check’,”’ 





Cheerleader: What’s the 
matter with Wrong? 
Crowd: He’s all right. 
Cheerleader: Who’s all 
right? 


Crowd: Wrong! 





Knock at the door. 

“Who’s there?” 

“Tt is I, His Majesty Her- 
man Fernando Erich Victor 
Emmanuel Karl Franz Her- 
bert von Shutzendum.”’ 

“Oh, come in, Terry, dear.” 

—Sun Dial 














Johnson- Prevost 


agement 


“WHERE BEST IS LESS” 
CAVALIER CAFETERIA 


Next to Post Office—New 


since 


Man- . 


September 1930— 


Dry Cleaning, Co. 


Specializing in salads, cold meats and 


summer dishes, with 33-cents-a-meal 
board plan that covers milk and ice 
cream. 





Happy, Snappy Service 




















Phone 7011 SUMMER SCHOOL STUDENTS 
EAT AT THE ARCHER HOUSE 


OPPOSITE BAPTIST CHURCH 
Ali Ladies’ Work a 
Specialty 


Mrs. Victor Humphreys 


$35 for Six Weeks 
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“T hear the Sultan is introducing the Honor System in the harem.” 
“Yes, he caught the doctor cheating on his examinations.” 


Retort Fitting 


Three young men from col- 
lege, walking down the street, 
saw a very old gentleman 
coming toward them. Wish- 
ing to display a bit of college 
humor, the first one said: 
“Good morning, Father Abra- 
ham.” The second said, “Good 
morning, Father Isaac.” And 
the third said, ‘Good morn- 
ing, Father Jacob.” 

The old man gazed at the 
three for a moment, then re- 
plied: “Young men, you are 
mistaken; I am Saul, son of 
Kish, in search of my father’s 
asses, and behold! I have 
found three of them.” 

—Montreal Star 


“T suppose that your home 
town is one of those where 
everyone goes down to meet 
the train.” 

“What train?” 


» Mrs.aybrown: Our slittle 
Herby is at the top of his 
class this week, His father is 
going to take him to the zoo. 
Mrs. Jones: Really? We’re 
sending Willie to college. 


Hopeless 


Pete: My wife doesn’t un- 
derstand me, does yours? 
Johne. “le don teaknoweeave 
never heard her even mention 
your name. 
—Lyr2 


Cop: No parking; you can’t 
loaf along this road. 


Voice within car: Who’s 
loafin’ ? 

—Sour Ow! 

“Don’t walk, Marge .~. he 


got you drunk, make him drag 
you.” 
—Mercury 


If you love me, act the part! 

Let your eyes belie your 
heart ! 

But, dear maiden, never say, 

“T don’t kiss all the boys this 
way.” 


ae 


He: A nice girl shouldn’t 
hold a young man’s hand. 
She: A nice girl has to. 


A little Irish private was 
sweeping the porch of head- 
quarters, during the late war, 
when a captain walked up to 
him and asked him if he had 
seen General Pershing. 

“No, sir, I haven’t seen Gen- 
eral Pershing,” he replied. 

“Well, when you see him, 
tell him that the captain 
would like to see him.” 


“Yes, sir,” answered ~the 
private, and continued to 
sweep. 


The captain kept coming out 
about every five minutes, and 
always asking the private if 
he had seen General Pershing, 
and when he did see the Gen- 
eral to tell him that the cap- 
tain wants to see him. 

The private was still sweep- 
ing when suddenly a_ voice 
said to him, “Don’t you know 
enough to salute your superior 
officer ?” 


“What! Are you my su- 
perior officer?” the private 
stammered. 

“Certainly! I am General 
Pershing.” 

“Oh! So you’re General 


” 


Pershing,” said the Irishman 
as he-let the broom drop. 
“Where have you _ been? 
You’re going to catch hell 
from the captain. He’s been 
looking all over for you.” 
—Wampus 


Englishman: Hi say, what’s 
that hawful noise houtside? 

American: That’s an owl. 

Englishman: Hi know bally 
well hits an ’owl, but ’oo in 
ell’s ’owling ? 


DR. R. R. CLARK 
Dentist 


Over Bank of Chapel Hill 
PHONE 6251 
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Not Up-to-Date 


A traveling salesman found 
himself in a village hotel din- 
ing room when a heavy down- 
pour of rain set in. Address- 
ing the waitress, he remark- 
ed: “It looks like the Flood.” 

“Like what?” the girl in- 
quired. 

“Like the Flood. You’ve 
read of the Flood and how the 
ark landed on Mount Ararat, 
haven’t you?” 

“No, sir. I haven’t seen a 
newspaper for three days,” 
confessed the waitress. 


STRONG WINDS HALT 
LINER’S MOVEMENT 


—N. Y. Herald-Tribune 
Why not give it a box of 
those little chocolate tablets? 
—Record 


Visitor: So you call your 
canary Joe. Does that stand 
for Joseph or Josephine? 


Child: We don’t know— 
that’s why we call it Joe. 


SPANKING OF GIRL 
COSTS THAW $16,000 
—Herald 


Bottom price? 
—Harvard Lampoon 


SEVEN AGES OF WOMEN 


The infant. 

The little girl. 

The maiden. 

The young woman. 
The young woman. 
The young woman. 
The young woman. 
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May I print a kiss on your 
lips? 
She nodded her sweet per- 
mission. 
So they went to press, and I 
rather guess 
They printed a whole edi- 


tion. 
One vedition igs hard y 
enough,” 
She said with a charming 
pout. 


So again on the press the 
form was placed, 
And they got some extras 
out. 





Liza, the negro cook, an- 
swered the telephone one 
morning, and a cheerful voice 
inquired, “What number is 
this?” 

Lize was in no mood for 
trifling questions, and said 
with some aspirity, “You all 
ought to know. You called 
Liey 


“What we want is a candi- 
date who isn’t too radical nor 
too conservative—in short, a 
middle-of-the-road man.” 

“Then Simpkins is your 
man; he’s been a bus-driver 
for years.” 


a 


These seats are reserved 
for Co-eds. Male students are 
requested to use them only 
after the former have been 


seated. 
—Beanpot 





Catty Co-ed: Did he threat- 
en you when he kissed you? 

Betty Ditto: Yes, he said: 
“Tf you scream I’ll never kiss 
you again.” 
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Waiter: Were you kicking 
about the flies in here? 

Patron: No, I was just 
knocking them about with my 
hand. 


———____ 


“That dress is too short.” 
‘No, it looks all right, 
doesn’t it?” 
“Well, maybe you’re in it 
100; tar sthence 
—Columns 


——$_$_ 


_ “That palooka pal o’ yours 
Just insulted me. Said I 

danced like Titania!” 
“What’s wrong with that?” 
“Wrong! Wasn’t that th’ 
big ship that hit an iceberg?!” 
—Chaparral 


College Prexy (awakened 
by phone from deep sleep at 


3 A. M.): Hello. 

Voice: Is this the presi- 
dent? 

Prexy: Yes. 


Voice: Well, what are you 
doing up this late? 


Eloquent Senator: My life 
is a tale of hard work and 
gradual uplifting. 

Voice from the Crowd: 
How many times can ya chin 
yerself now? 


They were thrown out of 
the square dance because they 
were a couple of rounders. 

—Juggler 
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Swede: Aye vant a mar- 
riage liscence. My name is 
Swanson und my girl’s name 
is Swanson. 

License Clerk: Relations? 

Swede: Oh sir, aye couldn’t 
tell you dat. 


“Just think, children,” said 
the missionary, “in Africa 
there are six million square 
miles where little boys and 
girls have no Sunday school. 
Now, what should we all 
strive to save our money for?” 

“To go to Africa!” cried a 
chorus of cheery voices. 


A colored doctor, taking a 
patient’s temperature, said, 
“Well, Mrs. Jones. A shore 
done knocked de fever out of 
your husband, and dat’s a 


facies 
The woman was. elated. 
“Shore nuff?” she queried. 


“Does that mean he’s gwine 
get well?” 

“No, emarm,’’ was the ‘an- 
swer. “He jest died, but I 
has the satisfaction ob telling 
you dat he done died cured.” 








“Kind sir, will you hold my 
baby for a moment?” 

“Well, lady, it depends. Is 
it a Democrat or a Republi- 
can?” 

—So. California Wampus 


Did you ever hear of the 
contortionist who got absent- 
minded and threw his wife 
out of joint and then kissed 
his hip good-by? 


Frosh (at first Sorority 
party): May I sit on your 
right hand at dinner? 

Hostess: I may need it to 
eat with, but you can hold 
it a while. 


Preacher: Young man, I 
understand you are courting 
a widow. Has she given you 
any encouragement? 

Young Hopeful: I’ll say she 
has. Last night she asked me 
if I snored. 

—Mountain Goat 


Home is where you can scratch any place that itches. 


Boy, I wish I was in that 
art class they’re painting from 
life. 

Yeh, but it’s still life. 

Well, who wants conversa- 
tion at a time like that? 


“T tell you, Oscar, I believe 
that every man should have a 
wife, preferably his own.” 


The baseball game in Far- 
mer Jones’ pasture broke up 
in the seventh inning when 
Joe Spivis slid into what he 
thought was third base. 

—Ferguson Cross Section 


“There is just one thing 
that men thirst after,” 
“What’s that?” 
“Peanut butter.” 
—Harvard Lampoon 


Husband: You, my best 
friend, with my wife! Really, 
you know, old chap that isn’t 
cricket! 

Twomley: Of course not, 
but it’s more fun! 


Advertisement in a news- 
paper—“Eskimo Spitz Pups 
for ten dollars apiece.” 


Driver of Collegiate Car: 
Do you do repairing here? 

Garage Owner: Yeah, but 
we don’t do manufacturing. 
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She’s Queer That Way 


My Girl. 

She promises to be ready at 
eight o’clock, but at nine thir- 
ty I'm still in the front room 
having her old man blow ci- 
gar smoke at me. 

She positively insists that 
she can’t eat a thing, yet how 
she stowed that five-dollar 
dinner. 

She will not under any cir- 
cumstances take a drink, but 
the only thing that I have left 
of the pint I handed to her is 
the cork. 

She is bored to hysterics 
with movies and shows, yet 
Whenever something new 
comes to town we manage to 
have two seats at two fifty 
top. 

She gets tired so easily 
dancing: you should see me 
trying to keep up with her at 
three a. m. most mornings. 

She likes nothing better 
than to spend the afternoons 
reading books, but she’s al- 
ways dragging me off to ten- 
_ nis, golf, tea, drives and horse- 
_ back rides. 

But when she says she’s not 
that kind of a girl, I believe 
she means just what she says. 

She’s kinda queer that way. 

—Stanford Chaparral. 


_——___ 


| Maid: There were two men 
| standing outside of your win- 
dow while you were dressing, 
| madam. 

| Madam: That’s nothing, 
| you should have seen the 
} crowd when I was younger. 





i First Model: I said some 
| very foolish words to my boy 
| friend last night. 

Second Model: Yes? 

| First Model: That was one 
| of them. 
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At College 
I thought I knew women. 
14 10rgot to go to Class. 
My cuecks are always short. 
4 udught I could write. 
14 was going to have lots of 
money, 
I despised proud parents. 


After College 
And now I’m married. 
| torgot the groceries, 
They still are. 
t wish I could. 
I have lots of bills. 
You should see my baby. 
—Colorado Dodo 


“Whatchagotna package?” 
“Sabook.”’ 
“Wassanaimuvitt?”’ 
“Sadickshunery, fullinaims. 
Wife’s gonna gettaplecedog 
and gottagettanaimferim.” 
—Texas Battalion 


There was a young lady 
named Sharkey 

Who took for her spouse a 
big darkey. 

In return for her whims 

She has triplets, not twins 

One black, one white, and one 


khaki. 


“You look rather broken up, 
what is wrong?” 

“T wrote home for money 
for a new study lamp.” 
“Well, what of it?” 
“They sent me a 

lamp.” 


study 


“Hell, no,” she replied in a 
charming, well modulated 
voice. 
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No. 1: I have had a very trying 
week-end. 


No. 2: Yeah? 
did you try? 


How many times 


Was there no escape? No 
one would hear her even if she 
did scream. Must she submit 
to his demands? She had 
thought she would be safe in 
the privacy of her boudoir, 
but the fiend had pursued her 
even there. There was but one 
thing to do. She must make 
the best of it. Others had suc- 
ceeded in forcing her to do 
their will, but they at least 
had had a glittering personal- 
ity, and this brute possessed 
nothing. He had had the 
temerity to offer her a mere 
hundred dollars. Others had 
offered more, but she had 
scorned them. Times were 
hard, and money scarce, so 


she said, “All right. I'll en- 
dorse your cigarettes, but 
youre getting it damned 


cheap considering my reputa- 
tion!” 


ox that we like is the 
musk, 

He rarely raises a fusk, 

He never acts pusky 

And seldom drinks whuskey, 

In short, he’s a beast you can 

trusk. 


An 
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“You say your girl’s legs have no 
equal?” 
“No, no. I said parallel.” 


He drank the nectar from her 


lips 

As by the kitchen fire they 
sat, 

And wondered if any other 
guy 

Had ever drank from a mug 
like that. 


Frosh: How much are your 
rooms? 

Hotel Clerk: 
up to twelve. 

Frosh: How much for one 
all night? 


Five dollars 


Utopia 


Mountains upon mountains 
of sand. Miles upon miles of 
broad expanse, nothing but 
sand. Strong wind blowing; 
blowing sand in great clouds 
hiding the sun. Sand drift- 
ing, sitting, .pilings = sand, 
and a fraternity chefs’ con- 
vention cooking spinach over 
an open fire. 


Preacher: God created 
Adam. Then He created Eve, 
but what a difference. 

That well known voice from 
the rear: Thank God for the 
difference! 





Country Slicker 
City Boarder: Milking the 
cow ? 
Hiram: 
her pulse. 


Naw, just feeling 





Popular Co-ed: I wonder 
how many men will be made 
miserable when I get mar- 
ried. 

Catty Friend: It depends 
upon how many men you 
marry. 

—Wampus 


“Daughter, your hair is all 


mussed up. Did that young 
man kiss you against your 
will?” 


“He thinks he did, mother.” 
—Chicago Phoenix 





Lives of all 
mind us, 
We can kiss and hug. 
And departing, leave behind 
us, 
Lipstick on the boy friend’s 
mug. 


great men re- 


—Pelican 





Sign Posted on a Farm 
Fliver and ottymobile pic- 
nickers will be persecuted to 
the full extent of two mean 
mongrel dogs which  ain’t 
never been ovarily soshibel 
with strangers and one dubble 
barle shotgun which ain’t 
loaded with no sofy pillows. 
Dam if I ain’t tired of this hel 
raisin on my property. 
—Beanpot 


She: Oh, Gilbert has the 
most wonderful pair of binoc- 
ulars! 

Also:’ Has he? I> dearly 
love these strong, virile men. 





Suggestion 
Theme song of the Lucky 





Strike Radio Hour: “Me and 
My Shadow.” 
—Punch Bowl 

One: Did you hear about 
the girl in the cotton stock- 
ings? 

Two: -No, what happened 

One: Nothing. 





Visibility Good 
“But Freddy, underneath it 
all I’m an old fashioned girl.” 
“Oh yeah? Well, that’s not 
hard to see.” 
—Sun Dial 





As one bunny exclaimed to 
the other: “It was all I could 
bear.” 

—F roth 








Ska 


Bucky, ir 








BUCK Jr. Asks You To Please 
PATRONIZE ITS ADVERTISERS 





CAMEIE CIGARETTES 
D Ree SON H.-S 
BIW. athe oS ACI OIULA aaa e 
We NeiaVe Mins beloY aC, 4 Osh .)H.O.P 


PEG Ow So hiH INS URAN GE 2c 0: 





THE WAFFLE SHOP 
etre Peal H Ni Dasy CG Atk bh TER tA 
CAVALIER CGA ET BR A 
Teh M OD ii Le MeACR KET 
BOGEN SON PRE WOS TT DRY  ClEANING CO; 


Deo a DaleAss 





Patel inte AY Reb lols OsY De) Since 
Die eA N De Gs. (GC Avr E 


Ces He ie ey ome eA els Oc Le Ne Gee Ga): 





Mention The BUCK Jr. 





Smoke 
a fresh 


Clg arette 


in the new — 
HUMIDOR pack 





é 


i. 





oo aes 3 5 ; 





SUMMER SCHOOL BULLETIN 











SECOND TERM 


July 22, Wednesday—Registration of new stu- 
dents. (Extra fee of $2.50 for late registration 
after today.) 


Registration Hours—9:00-1:00 and 2:30-5:00. 
July 23, Thursday—lInstruction begins in all de- 
partments at 8:00. (Those registering today-— 
or tomorrow—will be required to pay an extra 


fee of $2.50 for late registration.) 


July 25, Saturday—Regular classes in all de- 
partments. (Those registering today—or Mon- 
day—-will be required to pay an extra fee of 


$5.00 for late registration.) 













July 27, Monday—Registration for credit will 
not be permitted after 5:00 o’clock today, except 
by action of the Administrative Board. 


August 1, Saturday—Written examinations for 
the doctor’s degree may not be taken after this 
date. Master’s theses may not be submitted af- 
ter this date. 


August 8, Saturday—Written examinations for 
the master’s degree may not be taken after this 
date. 


August 26, Wednesday—Class instruction ends 
at 6:00 p. m. 


August 27-28, Thursday and Friday—Final ex- 
aminations. 











Office over Cavalier Cafeteria 


Phone 7341 or 5291 


~ Pilot 


Life Insurance Co. 


Grady H. Leonard, Agent 
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Buck Junior 
Buck JUNIOR will be published 


No contributions will be returned 
unless accompanied by stamped and 
BucK JUNIOR 
pays for all accepted cartoons and 


Office, basement Alumni Building. 


Subscription rates, 15c two issues. 
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Cool 








“Every Meal a Pleasant Memory” 





$6.00 TICKETS FOR $5.00 





Comfortable 














Alibi 


The alibi is a famous institu- 
tion, 

An inborn character 

man constitution; 

Hach person has his pet ex- 
cuse, 

which he always finds 
good use 

Whenever the need doth call. 


Now the alibi 
right 

If used with definite end in 
Ss sight, 
But there’s one excuse I can’t 
see why 
So many people always cry: 
“T’m only human after all.” 


Of hu- 


is quite all 


Sorority: I see you had a 
dinner date with Bill last 
night. Same old menu, huh? 

Sister: Yeah, razzberries, 
bologna, and applesauce. 
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A graduate student, my son, 
is a college boy who decided 
to stay for the second show. 


A Scotchman asked the 
Western Union operator if 
there was any charge for the 
signature. 

“No,” replied the operator. 

“Well, believe it or not, I’m 
an old Indian chief and my 


mame is Chief ‘Delayed, will 


arrive Wednesday,’ replied 


the Scotchman. 


A pupil was asked to write 
a short verse using the words 
analyze and anatomy. Here’s 
what he produced: 

My analyze over the ocean, 
My analyze over the sea, 
My analyze over the ocean, 
O bring back my anatomy. 


Typical 


The fraters were having a 
very solemn meeting. Sud- 
denly a knock was heard on 
the door, and a timid young 
pledge entered. 

“Can I have a glass of wa- 
ter, sir?” he asked nervously. 

“Go ahead, take one,” called 
an active, quite annoyed. 

Soon the pledge returned 
and requested another glass 
of water. 

“Take it and get out, damn 
it,” they growled. 

Once again he returned. 
“Another glass, please.’ 

“Go ahead, go ahead,” was 
the sarcastically sweet tone. 

He was back. 

“May I—’ 

“Say, what the hell—” they 
exploded, “you sure got a 
lousy thirst, eh?” 

“Not at all, sir,’’ said the 
pledge timidly, “‘but the house 
is on fire, sir.” 
—Northwestn Purple Parrot 


Kismet 


Though life is most uncertain, 
I’m sure of this one thing— 
That when I’m in the bath tub 
The telephone will ring. 


Rastus (after a narrow es- 
cape at a railroad crossing) : 
Quit blowin’ yo’ horn; dat 
don’t do no good. 

Mose: Dat wa’nt mah horn 
you heard, nigger; dat was 
Gabriel’s horn. 


Judges, “Chirty. days. sor 
thirty dollars? 
Crook: I'll take the toity 


bucks, but mind, none of these 
Canadian pennies. 


Ma." 1 Smatriculated sain 
school today.” 

“You bad child! Couldn’t 
you wait till you got home?” 


“He’s very well educated, 
isn’t he?” 

“Yes, indeed; he has read 
four feet ten and three-quar- 
ters inches of the Five-Foot 
Shelf.” 


A restaurant starts when 
Greek meets Greek, 

A river widens when creek 
meets creek, 

But a romance starts within 
a week 

At a campus dance when 
cheek meets cheek. 





Pritchard-Lloyd, Inc. 


DRUGGISTS 


Chapel Hill, N. C. 








Nowadays 


Conversation between two 
salesmen at lunch: 

“You eating only crackers 
and milk—what’s the matter, 
ona diet?” 

‘“No—commission.” 


Collegian: What’s wrong 
with these eggs? 

Waitress: Don’t ask me, I 
only laid the table. 


College graduates don’t 
have to attend homecoming 
celebrations to see their old 
classmates. They hold re- 
unions in front of employ- 
ment agencies every few 
weeks. 

















DRY CLEANING AND TAILORING 


WELL DONE! 


O’Kelly Tailoring Co. 


110 North Columbia Street 
Chapel Hill, N. C. 


Phone 3531 











University Shoe 
Shop 





Two Doors from Post Office 


OWNED BY A CAROLINA MAN 


Phone 3016 
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The Waffle Shop 


“Our Sandwiches Are 
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A preacher from a down- 
town church had occasion to 
deliver a serman to the in- 
mates of an insane hospital. 
During his speech he noticed 
that one of the patients, his 
eyes riveted on the minister 
and his body eagerly bent for- 
ward, paid the closest atten- 
tion. The minister was flat- 
tered, and after the service he 
saw the man speak to the su- 
perintendent; so as soon as 
possible the preacher  in- 
quired : 

“Wasn’t that man speaking 
to you about my sermon?” 

SENT creas 

“Would you mind _ telling 
me what he said?” 

The superintendent tried to 
sidestep, but the minister in- 
sisted. 

Well,’ 
“what the 


he gaid at last, 
man wanted to 
know was what ward you 
came from, and whether or 
not we kept you in a padded 
cell,” 

—Carnegie Tech. Puppet 





In deed I never hope to see 

A bird more beastly than the 
bee, 

A bee whose buzzing buzzes 
loud 

Such buzzing should not be al- 
lowed. 


UCiiad Vs 


A Complete Line of 
Ladies’ Ready - to- 
Wear for all Occa- 
sions. 


Shoes 


Hosiery 


F. J. DIAB 
“Style Center” 
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The Patient’s Lament 


Infirmaries have the usual 
share 

Of nurses homely and others 
ise ala 

But why ye gods, ye deities 
great, 

Must man submit to cruelest 
fate: 

Sleeping sickness, the fair do 
cure, 

Insomnia cases the others se- 
cure. 


An absent-minded profes- 
sor was walking down the 
street one day with one foot 
in the gutter and the other on 
the pavement. A friend, 
meeting him, said: 

“Good-morning, professor ; 
and how are you?” 

“T was very well, I thought, 
but now for the last ten min- 
utes I’ve been limping.” 


Little girl do you remember 
Kisses, soft and sweet? 
Secrets whispered gently, 
When we chanced to meet? 
Eternal love we plighted. 
As all true lovers should. 
Little girl do you remember ? 
Damn it, I knew you would! 








Ready? 

“Have you got your notes 
written on your  handker- 
chief ? 

=Yes,”’ 


“And have you the text- 
book concealed in your hat?” 


“Ves iM 
“And did you make ar- 
rangements to sit behind 
Fred where you could see his 
paper ? 
A ” 
es 


“All right—let’s go on to 
that ethics final.” 


Sure Proof 


“Do you think you can pre- 
dict a boy’s future by his hob- 
bies when young?” 

“Certainly. My boy has a 
hobby of saving old maga- 
zines.” 

“And so you think he will 
be a journalist?” 

“Oh, no; a dentist.” 


Patient: Is my mouth open 
wide enough? 

Dentist: Oh, yes, madame! 
I have decided to stand on the 
outside while pulling your 
tooth. 
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Featuring Cold Plate Lunch 


and Supper 


25¢ 


Gooch Bros. 





Morocco Bound 


The foreign legion far behind 

Through hills of sand his way 
he winds, 

His mouth he’s stuffed with 
grains of sand, 

The vintage of this 
land. 


desert 


Yea verily, a man of grit, 

With nary a spittle left to 
spit, 

He strides and strides in cir- 
cling rings 

While far above a vulture 
sings. 


And swings his 
beak, 

For soon young Goober’s nose 

he’ll tweak 

And play a tune upon his 
frame 

And so erase his fair young 
name. 


sharpened 


The sweet young lad espied 
the bird 

And shivered and shook, but 
not deterred 

He prayed for rain, but God 
said, “NERTS! 

My lad, you’re getting your 
just deserts.” 

—Pelican 


Magazine Agent: Is the 
lady of the house home? 
Maid: No; come right in. 








The Model Market 


THE PURE FOOD STORE 


Phones 7041 and 7051 














Gave Him a Break 


“My brother-in-law was 
over to our house for dinner 
Sunday,” said a boy friend to 
his poison. 

“Ts that anything unusual?” 
queried the Frau, “I thought 
he came over every Sunday.” 

“Yah,” smirked the _hot- 
shot, “but this time we let 
himany 


Judge: Were you ever ar- 
rested before? 

Tough: Now, honest, judge, 
do I look like a bud just 
makin’ me daboo? 


“To what,” said the nice old 
lady, “do you owe your re- 
markable agility, your facul- 
ty of self-protection, and 
your cat-like grace on your 
feet?” 

“I was,” replied the suc- 
cessful but young pugilist, 
“call-boy in a_ fraternity 
house for one year.” 


“T’ve said no to dozens of 
men,” 

“What were they selling, 
dearie, what were they sell- 
Ing? 


A lady was waiting to buy 
a railroad ticket when a 
stranger bumped into her 
violently. Feeling that it was 
done intentionally she glared 
at him. 

“Well,” he growled, ‘don’t 
eat me up.’ 

“No danger of that,’ she 
snapped, “I’m a Jewess.”’ 


re 


Teacher: If I tear a piece 
of paper into four, what do I 
get? 

Pupil: Quarters. 

Teacher: And if I divide it 
into eight? 

Pupil: Eighths. 

Teacher: And if I divide it 
into 8,000 parts? 

Pupil: Confetti, sir. 


The woman wrung her 
hands and sobbed ‘Bread, 
bread—Oh give me bread!”’ 

And her husband came in 
with a bun on. 


“And what kind of a tooth 
brush would you like, my good 
many” 

“Aw, make it a hard one. 


Dey ain’t no sissies in our 


family!” 
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Futility 


The humorist who watched 
the construction of a large 
building for several weeks but 
unfortunately every man who 
fell off kept absolutely silent 
on the way down. 

—Yale Record 


Delta Zeta: How did Jack 
run his car in the ditch? 
Sigma Nu: Trying to ad- 


vance his spark with both 
hands. 


Chemistry Instructor: Mr. 
Jones, I take great pleasure in 
giving you 87 as your final 
grade in chemistry. 

Jones: Give me a 100, sir, 
and thoroughly enjoy your- 
self.” 
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“What was Columbus’ great- 
est discovery ?” 
“That even a queen would 


hock her jewels for a sailor.” 


“My girl won’t speak to 
me.” 

“Why not?” 

“T sent her flowers for her 
birthday, which is 8 days be- 
tore Mother’s Day.” 


ieyican.y 

“And they were delayed 
three days.” 

Stude: What happened? 


Crippled Schoolfellow: I 
saw a corner down the road 
and I thought I had better 
turn while I was thinking 
about it.” 


“Just a Little Closer—” 


“Couldn’t you get just a 
little closer. I know, but 
please, don’t put your arm 
around my neck that way. 
Yes, the music is good. That’s 
quite all right, I like you to 
rub my face that way. Your 
hands are so soft. Isn’t that 
a fox-trot they are playing 
now? You do dance wonder- 
fully. Couldn’t you pay a 
little more attention to me? 
Here is Harry coming in now. 
Please. I know but shut off 
that radio and go on with the 
shave.” 


“How much did you say 
them apples is?” 

“15 cents a peck.” 

“What do you think | am— 
2 Died ay 
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Highway Sign: “Drive 
slow, watch your children. 
They might be yours; you 
never can tell.” 


Bhilsisgy Ow remind: mer, or 
Lady Godiva! 
Ginnie: Why? I never 


rode around town on a white 
horse. 





























“Did they give him laugh- 
ing gas?” 

“Tt wasn’t necessary, it was 
a ticklish operation.” 


The devil sends a wicked wind 
To blow the skirts neck high, 
But heaven is just and sends 
the dust 
To fill the bad man’s eye. 
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Ed: How was your date with the professor last night? 


Co-ed: Oh, just passable. 











Beware of Animals 


I was in a daze as I crouched 
alone in the dim light. Nota 
sound pierced the air, only a 
strained silence enveloped me 
as a calm before a tornado. 
Ghastly shadows paced _ be- 
fore me, grew in number and 
size: Gradually I could make 
them out—lions! <A cold shiv- 
er ran down my spine. The 
shadows came closer, and I 
could almost feel their hot 
breath on my neck. The 
shadows took enormous pro- 
portions and I _ discovered 
with horror that the lions 
were not alone—they were ac- 
companied by elephants and 
panthers. Even gorillas were 
among the lot. Slowly the 
strange crew marched around 
me with monotonous steps. 
Closer and closer they came, 
faster and faster beat my 
pulse. I felt as though hell 


itself would break loose if they 


discovered my presence. 1 
could feel their hungry teeth 
close over my soft flesh, could 
hear my bones crunch in their 
cruel jaws, my nerves were 
going, my head swimming, 
the beast came closer and clos- 
er. I had an insane desire to 
laugh. The heat was oppres- 
Sivernanon seullling.:. Lechalf 
arose. I gave a scream, and 
sank to the ground with the 
queer sound of pattering foot- 
steps in my ears. I awoke a 
moment later, wet from head 
tc foot. A man in a gaudy 
uniform stood over me with 
an empty bucket. 

“That's a hell of a way to 
act’ ate-a scircus; scaring. the 
animals half to death.” 


Nature is wonderful! A 
million years ago she didn’t 
know we were going to wear 
spectacles, yet look at the way 
she placed our ears. 


Buck, Jr. 
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The Doughnut as a Whole 


The first doughnut was 
made in Greece. The very na- 
ture of the doughnut must 
suggest to you the foreignness 
of its disposition and the ut- 
ter romance of its birth. The 
doughnut was not invented 
by a baker; rather was it first 
perpetrated by a tailor, the 
greatest in Athens and a man 
of pressing business. 

At birth he had been chris- 
tened Euripedes H. Pantele- 
leo, but in the vernacular of 
the hoi poloi he was simply 
and affectionately dubbed 
Euripedes Pants. 

It seems that Euripedes had 
a hobby of collecting holes 
from peoples’ clothes. Out- 
wardly this seems an entirely 
harmles pastime but al bot- 
tom it had gravel in it. 

He piled all of the holes in 
the backyard and one day the 
pile got pretty deep, causing 
Euripedes to fall down when 
he was least expecting li. 
That brought him up with a 
start. Recognizing the men- 
ace such holes held for the 
half blind Greeks of the fu- 
ture, he began cudgeling his 
brain for a solution. In spite 
of the cudgeling he came to 
the conclusion that the only 
safe way was to have people 
eat them. 

Without hesitation, he gath- 
ered several small holes of 
different shapes, laid them on 
the kitchen table and had his 
wife wrap a bit of dough 
about each one. As he walked 
indifferently away the dough- 
nuts looked round. From that 
day to this doughnuts have 
continued to look round. 





“Do you know any parlor 
tricks?” 
“No; I’m housebroken.” 
—Penn. Punch Bowl 


PUCK a. 


“Good-morning, my son,” 
said the census taked. “You 
seem to be a bright little 
shaver. Have you any broth- 
ers and sisters?” 

“Yeah, I got lotza brudders 
and cistern. There’s seven of 
us boys and eight girls.” 

“My, my! The stork must 
visit you often.” 

“Visit us, hell! 
with us!” 


He lives 


Customer: I’d like some rat 
poison. 

Clerk: 
with you? 

Customer: No, Ill send the 
rats over after it. 


Will you take it 
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Guide: This, sir, is the 
leaning tower of Pisa. 
American Tourist: Pisa! 


Let me think. No, that does 
not sound like the contractor’s 
name who built my garage, 
but it looks like his work. 





Courtier : 
talking 


First Hebrew 
Solomon’s always 
about his harem. 

Second Ditto: Yeah, it’s his 
pet subject. 


’Tis better to have loved and 
lost than to marry and be 
bossed. 


NS os 


—————— ee 


TIOFACTION 
UARANTEED 


Harvard: We’re going to give the bride a shower. 
Penn: Count me in, I'll bring the soap. 
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Little Girl (at football Macbeth’s Sentinel (upon 
game): Oh, mamma, see the spying Birnam Wood moving 


pretty jerseys! Dunsinaneward): Cheese it, 
Jaded Collegian: Yeah; the de copse! 
thundering herd. —Penn. Punch Bowl 
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Genius: But, you have hung my “Sunset” wpside down. 
Dealer: That is scon remedied; we'll cal it “Sunrise.” 





The largest truck stopped 
in front of the sorority house. 
A man, well-dressed in a suit 
of livery, stepped sprightly 
from behind the mahogany 
steering wheel, walked jaunt- 
ily up the stairs to the door, 
and with a jocular air rang 
the bell most shrilly. Sudden- 
ly the door opened and a beau- 
tiful farmer’s daughter smiled 
benignly at the young man. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

The man did not smile. It 
was against orders to flirt 
with damsels. He silently put 
his hand in his watch pocket 
and drew forth a package of 
very small dimensions. He 
handed it gently but firmly to 
the tair young maiden. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “Is 
it's maga 

“Neo,” he answered, “it’s the 
sorority’s laundry eo last 
week.” 


The man entered the shop, 
his eyes fastened on a queer 
machine. on the _ counter. 
“What, in the name of sup- 
pression,” he asked, “is 
plate 

“That,” smiled the clerk, 
“ig an opthalomometer.” 

“Head,” said the man, back- 
ing OUT Ole tee “dodr,- phates 
what I was afraid it was.” 


His last request was that 
John, his friend, might play 
him a tune on his fiddle. John 
slowly and softly played the 
Lohengrin Wedding March— 
the only tune he knew—and 
then bent over his friend: 

“Does that help you any, 
Jim?” he queried. 

“Ah, yes,” answered Jim, 
slowly, “‘there’ll be nothing in 
Hell any worse than that.” 

—Lampoon 


Buck, Jr. 
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Wrong Number 


Recently we just heard the 
latest in mistaken-phone-num- 
ber stories. A friend of ours 
called up what she believed to 
be the correct number, and 
asked for Frank Jones. A 
gruff voice answered: “Frank 
Jones? What’s he look like?” 

Our friend wads a bit sur- 
prised. “He has dark hair: 
he’s about six feet tall, and 
he’s about twenty-two years 
old.” She went on to give as 
adequate a picture as possible 
of Mr. Jones, when she was 
rudely interrupted. 

“Aw, hell, we can’t go look- 
in’ all over. You’ll-have to 
come down here and pick him 
out yourself.” It seems it was 
the morgue. 


—Princeton Tiger 


Banker (telephoning) : Mr. 
Cohen, do you know your bank 
account is overdrawn $17? 

Mr. Cohen: Say, Mr. Bank- 
er, look up a month ago. How 
did I stand then? I'll hold the 
phone. . 

Banker (returning to the 
telephone): You had a bal- 
ance of $440. 

Mr’, Cohen: Vell, did I call 
you up? 


—Malteaser 
Instructor in University 
Bible Class: We will now 


read a chapter in unison. 
Frosh (whispering to his 
neighbor) : Tell me, is Unison 
in the Old or New Testament? 
—=J)o: Do 





DR. J. P. JONES 
Dentist 


Over Cavalier Cafeteria 
PHONE 5761 
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Ali Baba stood before the 
door of the stone cavern and 
repeated the words that had 
been told him. 


“Open, Sesame,” he said 
loudly. Nothing happened. 
“Open, Sesame,” he said, 


more loudly. Less than noth- 
ing happened. 

Finally he fairly bellowed: 
“Open Sesame!” This time 
the great stone door rolled 
aside, and a weazened old man 
peeped from the opening. 

“Come around tomorrow 
nightiikson, Vine sary che 
place has just been raided.” 


A Russian was. being led off 
to execution by a squad of Bol- 
shevik soldiers on a rainy 
morning. 

“What brutes you Bolshe- 
viks are,’ grumbled the 
doomed one, “to march me 
through the rain like this.” 

“How about us?” retorted 
one of the squad. “We have 
te march back.” 

—Iowa Frivol 
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Blue and the Gray 


The policeman called the first 
of May 

The mailman called the very 
next day 

In February there was hell to 
pay 

Who fired the shot—the Blue 
or the Gray? 


Two old maids were in an 
insane asylum for years, al- 
ways knitting and knitting. 

“Gee,” sighed Mayme one 
day, “I wish some tall, hand- 
some man would wind his 
arms around me and squeeze 
me until I gasp.” 

“Now you're talking sense,” 
from Hattie. ‘“‘You’ll be out 
of here in a few days.” 


Gunman: Hands up or Pll 
blow out your brains. 
Escaped Lunatic: Haha-ha 
ha-haha-haha! 
—Hauchange 





“We had to sell our dog.” 


“What for?” 


“Why-er-he bit holes in the carpet.” 
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benefit from his chewing tobacco. 


What to Do With Your Old 
“Hit of the Week” Records 


1. Put an olive in the hole 
and use them as paper plates. 

2. Use them to reline the 
clutch in your car. 

3. Pledges, wear a couple 
in the seat of your pants. 

4, Put them under cocktail 
glasses, they will protect the 
varnish. 

5. Carry a couple as spare 
wheels for your Austin. 

6. See how far you can bend 
one without cracking it. (Hell 
of a lot of good it will do you). 

7. Put them inside your 
tux shirts to keep them 
straight. 

8. Throw them away. 

—Cornell Widow 





Beauty is only skin dope. 
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inuw we have the Scotchman who grew a moustache to get more 


Ain’t It the Truth? 


1. Love is a disease that 
most girls get just as often as 
they are exposed. 

Z. When a fellow loves a 
girl he thinks even her sneeze 
has a sweet sound. 

3. The only difference be- 
tween a caprice and a life-long 
passion, is that the caprice 
lasts a little longer. 

4. Simple pleasures are the 
last refuge of the complex. 

—Rammer-Jammer 


Prison Parson (to prisoner 


in electric chair): Have you 
any last request? 
Convict: ~ Yeh. I wish 


you'd put in a call to me pal 
what squealed on me an’ re- 
verse the charges. 


D 
Se] 











Short Romance 


Play in One Act 


A forlorn appearing, poorly 
dressed girl, sitting on a park 
bench. Artist approaches 
and notices her. 

Artist: Would you care for 


a job? 

Girls Yes what Sort.o1 a 
job? 

A.: Nothing serious. I 


want you to model for me. 

Ga Ol Pe biteniyedearess, 
what would my poor mother 
say? 

A.: No, I don’t mean that! 
I want to draw a picture of a 
steamship going up the Chi- 
cago River. 

Gree yves=Dpulewhat unt leLo 
do? 

A.: Well, you stand in a tub 
of hot water while I paint the 
picture. 

G. (looking romantically 
into his eyes): Do you mean 
thats 

A.: Gee, you’re beautiful! I 
didn’t realize it until I thought 
of that steamship. 

G.: You’re wonderful. 

A.: I love you. 

G.: I love you. 

They get married. 
(Curtain) 


She: I was so embarrassed. 
You didn’t say a word all eve- 
ning’. 

He: .-) couldmitve Ll didn't 
understand a word that was 
said. 

She: Oh, John, you’re so 
sweet and innocent. 


“Treland should be the rich- 
est country in the world.” 
“How is that?” 
“Her capital has been Dub- 
lin for several years.” 
—Log 


Buck, Jr. 
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Salvation 


Gently, silently, he raised 
the partly open window sash. 
He stuck his head in through 
the opening and peered into 
the darkness of the room. No 
one stirred. He saw the pro- 
file of a bed and in it was a 
woman. “Cowardly,” he 
thought, as he climbed into 
the room, “to do this.” He 
removed his shoes, then tip- 
toed quietly into the darkness, 
blinking his eyes wildly, try- 
ing to catch a glimpse of 
something he knew he couldn’t 
see. Ah, yes! There it was! 
He picked it up, almost hur- 
ried into an adjoining room, 
and returned in five minutes, 
muttering to himself, ‘“‘Well, 
wifie, you'll never know when 
this man came home!” 


General (to man sentenced 
to be shot at sunrise): I’ve 
sent for the priest so you can 
pray for the salvation of your 
immortal soul. 


Prisoner: That’s a fine 
idea, General, but to hell with 
the immortal soul. Ill be 


satisfied if we can manage a 
rainy day. 


The flapper co-ed went up 
to the young prof and said, 
“Profy, dear, what are my 
marks ?”’ 

He put his arms around her 
and whispered sweet nothings 
in her ear. 

—_Wasp 


DR. R. R. CLARK 
Dentist 


Over Bank of Chapel Hill 
PHONE 6251 
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She: And all women are 

not playthings. 
Reporter: That doesn’t 
sound like a broad statement. 
—Banter 


“So I feints with my left—” 
“My, my. I always faint 

all over.” 
—Lampoon 


Golfer (to members ahead) : 
Pardon, but would you mind 
if I played through? I’ve 
just heard that my wife has 
been taken seriously ill! 

—Dublin Opinion 


The Radcliffe freshman 
dance was a success until the 
man became bored and went 
home. 

(Address all communica- 
tions to the Harvard Crim- 
son). 

—Lampoon 
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Both Dr. and Mrs. Elwood 
Worcester were feeling better 
today after having been 
knocked down by an automo- 
bile—Boston Transcript. 

After a little steam-roller 
treatment, the Worcesters will 
be ready to run the race of 
their lives. 

—Jack-o -Lantern 


(Scratching) “How did you 
get rid of these damn 
cooties ?”’ 

“That’s easy. Take a bath 
in sand and rub down in al- 
eohol. The cooties get drunk 
and kill each other throwing 
rocks.” 

—Purple Cow 


“T hear you’ve. been to a 
school for stuttering. Did it 
cure you?” 

“Peter Piper picked a peck 
of pickled peppers.” 

“Why, that’s wonderful!” 

“Yes, but it’s d-d-darned 
hard to work into an ordinary 
c-c-conversation.” 
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Phi: Your sister is spoiled, isn’t she? 
Bete: No; That’s the perfume she uses. 
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He: What would | have to give you for one little kiss? 
She: Chloroform. 


Intelligence Test No 00001 


A penny where is a penny 
what? 

Who trips in where angels 
fear to do what? 

Do what and the world does 
what with you? 

What and what waits for no 
mane 

Do unto who—s you would 
have who do unto you? 

Don’t do what until you see 
the what of his eyes? 

Mighty what from little whats 
grow? 

Clothes make a what? 

What hath no what as a wo- 
man what? 

It’s better to have what and 
lost than what? 

What can’t you teach an old 
what what? 

When to what, when to rise 
make a man what? 


Fraternity brothers, trying 
to get big tough football man’s 
goat, called him up on the 
telephone. “Hello, Mr. Smith, 
I’ve been hearing so much 
about you and want to make 
myself just like you. Would 
you mind telling me what 
kind of bath salts you use?” 

“Say, buddy. What makes 
you think I take baths?” 


Speaking of embarrassing 
positions, how about the fire- 
men who answered a general 
alarm from Fraternity Row 
the other day, only to discover 
that the excitement was 
caused by steam escaping 
from one of the fraternities’ 
hot-box. Before they could 
get away, three of the firemen 
had pledged and signed house 
notes. 


Buck, Jr. 











“Where you goin’?” 
“Fishin.” 

“What fer?” 

“Oh just for the hallibut.” 


Some of our young people 
are so versatile in conversa- 
tion that they are able to say, 
“Oh yeah?” four or five dif- 
ferent ways. 

—Hachange 


Ye Morning After 

First campus gad-about: 
What’s the matter, Tom, 
aren't you feeling well this 
morning ? 

Second fraternity man: 
Boy, I'm feeling lower than 
the ring around a Scotchman’s 
bath-tub! 


Art: Do you think you can 
make a good portrait of my 
wife? 

Artist: My friendasl can 
make it so life-like you’ll jump 
every time you see it. 


“T grade by the curve sys- 
tem,” said the professor as he 
glanced at the row of beauti- 
ful co-eds in front of him. 





“WHERE BEST IS LESS” 
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Natural Mistake 


A man and his wife were 
having tea in a fashionable 
restaurant. 

“Shall we dance, dear?’ 
asked the husband, rising 
from his chair. 

“That wasn’t the orchestra 
playing,” replied his wife. 
“The waiter dropped a tray of 
china. 

—Times-Journal 


He: Will you go to the frat 
dance with me tomorrow 
night? 

She: I’m sorry, but with 
exams coming on, I won’t be 
able to go out with you at all 
for about two weeks. 

He: You don’t mean to tell 
me you’re cramming? 

She: Not exactly; I’m go- 
ing out with the Profs. 









Johnson- Prevost 


Dry Cleanin?, Co. 


~ ‘Happy, Snappy Service 








Phone 7011 


Ali Ladies’ Work a 
Specialty 

















CAVALIER CAFETERIA 


Next to Post Office—New Man- 
agement since September 1930— 
Specializing in salads, cold meats and | 
summer dishes, with 33-cents-a-meal 
board plan that covers milk and ice 
cream. 




























SUMMER SCHOOL STUDENTS 
EAT AT THE ARCHER HOUSE 
OPPOSITE BAPTIST CHURCH 





Mrs. Victor Humphreys 


$35 for Six Weeks 
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We wonder if those fellows who take pictures for these art maga- 


zines get a salary too. 


Ned: That swell looking 
girl is dead from the neck up. 


Ted: Well; she can bury 
here head Sim siny Sa rsecany) 
time. 


—Tennessee Mugwump 


83: What's a drydock? 
°32: <A physician who be- 
lieves in Prohibition. 


See the happy moron, 
He doesn’t give a damn. 
I wish I were a moron. 
My God, perhaps I am. 


The rumble seat isn’t en- 
tirely modern after all. Re- 
cently a skeleton of a woman 
with her legs wrapped around 
her neck was discovered. 


Tragedy 


(Soft Music, Conductor! ) 


It had been a wonderful 
varsity. Janice had been so 
sweet and lovable. Even her 
touch had thrilled him, and he 
was not slow in realizing that 
he had at last found his dream 
girl. She was beautiful, ex- 
quisitely so, and she was his, 
all his—his dream girl, his one 
love. 

As the band ceased playing 
he whirled her into the dark- 
ness at one end of the floor 
and centered all his, attrac- 
tions on her. His pin would 
look": som nice, on. her) he 
thought, and he assured him- 
self that she alone was meant 
to wear it, for she was his 
only girl, his dream girl. 

And, lost in the ecstasies of 
fancy, he realized that he 
couldn’t go on living without 
the assurance that she would 
be his, his own sweet co-ed. 
But, he argued, she was his, 
and he was proud, terribly so. 
She was his dream girl—his 
Beta girl! 

And then the band began 
playing “The Sweetheart of 
Sigma Ghil” 

—Sour Owl 


Dear Mr. Palm-gate: 

We bought a tube of your 
shaving cream. It says, ‘No 
mug required.’ Will you 
please tell us what to shave? 

Urs TROOLEY. 
—EH xchange 


Butler: What are you, sir? 
Drunk (holding a lighted 
match): I’m Diogenes, look- 
ing for a man who hasn’t got 

athlete’s foot. 
—=V00.1L000 


Buck, Jr. 


The school inspector pre- 
pared to give the children an 
intelligence test. 

“Now close your eyes, chil- 
dren.” 

The inspector made a noise 
like birds twittering. 

“Now open your eyes and 
tell me what I was doing.” 

“Kissing teacher,” came the 
reply in a chorus. 





Husband: You, my _ best 
friend, with my wife! Really, 
you know, old chap, that isn’t 
cricket! 

Twomley: Of course not, 
but it’s more fun! 





—Sun Dial 
She: ‘What is love? 
He: Just a misunderstand- 


ing between two fools. 





Aw Nell, Nell, you wouldn’t 
do this to me, would you? 
You wouldn’t treat me this 
way, would you? After all 
that’s passed between us. 
And I’ve done so much for 
you. Why you couldn’t leave 
me this way! Nell, tell me 
you don’t mean it! Ya ain’t 
playactin’ are you, Nell?” 

Huh? 





“Now,” said the professor, 
“yass all your papers to the 
end of the row; have a carbon 
sheet under each one, and I 
can correct all the mistakes at 


once.” 
—The Columbus 





Never point a gun at a 
Congressman; aim it. 


=—V 00 7W00 
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He was naive and sophis- 
ticated and witty and impas- 
sioned, but refused to remain 
any one of these for more than 
a minute or two.—The Dart- 
mouth. 

Maybe something was bit- 
ing him, 

—Jack-o’-Lantern 


“T got hold of a rotten date 
last night.” 
“Really ?” 
Vege Dut [Spite ibe right 
Out. 
—Grinnell Malteaser 


Even his’ best’ friends 
wouldn’t tell him, and so he 
flunked the exam. 

—Phe Juggler 





Lawyer (t 
Judge (rap 


Buck, Jt. 


o opponent): You’re the biggest boob in the city. 
ee for order): Gentlemen, You forget I am here. 
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“Are you writing that let- 
ter tora girl)? 
‘STt’'s = to vbeaclonmmer 
mate.” 
“Answer my question!”’ 
—Jack-o-Lantern 


room- 


Prof. Kennebunk: Could 
you get anything out of my 
textbook? 

Class (in unison): Yeah. 
Fifty cents at the book store. 

—Longhorn 





He (on telephone): Hello, 
darling, would you like to 
have dinner with me tonight? 

She: I’d love to, dear.” 

He: Well, tell your mother 
I’ll be over at seven o’clock. 

—Tennessee Mugwump 





His Lordship (to servant) : 
Jarndyce, I’ve just hada tiff 
with my wife. Will you slam 
the door? 

—lowd Frivol 














_ “T hear the dean of women 
is going to try to stop neck- 
ing.” 
“T should think she would, 
a woman of her age.” 
—Brown Bull 


Attorney: And where did 
you see him milking the cow? 
College Boy: A little past 
the center, sir. 
—Oklahoma Aggravator 


rad 














— Meloy — 





“T don’t believe you still love me.” 
“Of course I do, dear; What makes you think I don’t?” 


“Well for the last two nights you’ve left the 


to go.” 


cy 


~— 


very first time I told you ‘ 


- Buck, Jr. 
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